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Summary: Rose is slowly adjusting, after she suddenly lost 
everything/one she knew when she found herself 500 years in the 
future. But soon finds herself under the all seeing eye of O.N.I for 
her unusual background (or lack there of) and is suddenly upto her 
ears in this strange world. But, as she moves to one struggle to 
another, she finds herself a mission that may prove her 
undoing . 


1 . Chapter 1 

"Hey Rose a€" you got room in here for another person?" Jack's smooth 
american voice asks though my door just as I settle in on my couch to 
watch tv with my comfortable blanket. 

He opens the door to my bedroom and peers inside 
cautiously . 

"Aaaaaah! Pervert!" I cry hiding under my blanket making him suddenly 
close the door embarrassed. 

"S-sorry!" I hear him apologise through the door, sounding quite 
embarrassed and undoubtedly very red-faced. 

I laugh after some silence, having just pulled a fast one on 
him . 

"You were playing with him?" I hear a faintly english accented 
woman's voice question slightly confused as I sit up. 

The door open's abruptly and Jack looks a€" no he glares at me 
unamused . 


"That was not funny... Anyways Smartass. This lady here needs a place 
to stay while shes going through the intake. I figured you'd be the 
best bet and you do need help at work don't you?" he explains 



half-grumpily as I stand up calmly. 

I look at the woman and smile pleasantly. 

She is easily a foot and half taller then me. 

Has short brown hair. 

A well muscled build and despite her best efforts to hide it, I can 
tell immediately that this woman has no need of our group (which 
helps people who have either criminal or other unsavory backgrounds 
avoid the hubub of leaving their old lives behind to begin anew as 
normal civilians ) . 

But something compels me to keep quiet about all of this and learn 
more about her. 

A strange familiarity I haven't felt since I last saw my 
semi-adoptive sister (my father didn't allow her family to adopt 
me) . 

"So'k with me." I look at him and smiles brightly. 

Over the next few weeks living with the woman I only confirm she's a 
soldier . 

But none that I've ever studied or could've dreamed of. 

Too, professional. 

Shes abit of a strange person. Though I'm really one to talk about 
others being strange when I obviously strike her as being a very odd 
person myself. 

Considering my odd sixth senses and empathy of others 
emotions . 

Despite our obvious differences, we seem to get along fairly 
well . 

Even work at that trashy apartment complex I maintain the cleanliness 
of, is better and more fun with her around. 

It's still abit unsettling to be the one being told what to do and 
not to do by my co-workers all the time due to my youth and 'simple' 
point of view. 

Which earns me the nickname 'kid' or according treatment. 

Its difficult to be heard or taken seriously when your treated like a 
dumb child. 

A good example of this would be from three days ago when I walked 
into the underground parking just outside the office and walked in on 
the the four men we work with (3 maintenance guys and the landscaper) 
all chatting and complaining about the lack of supply's or tools to 
do their jobs. 

I listen for a little while and finally speak the obvious and say 
"Well if our boss complains why not hand them the list -" I begin to 



say but the senior maintenance man a€" Gordon shoots me a glare then 
snaps harshly "Stay out of it!" his harsh words stun the others into 
silence and I close my mouth immediately regretting that I tried to 
help . 

The others say nothing to either of us but its obvious to me Gordon 
knows he was abit harsh as he heads off to a maintenance 'closet'. 

I hold myself together until I'm at the gate closest to my building 
before I can no longer hold the tears back. 

I hide in my 'janitor's closet' and wait until I've somewhat 
collected myself then I go downstairs and begin sweeping the area 
around the parkade doors after running into Gordon in the laundry 
room when I opened the door to sweep in there after using the sink to 
wash my face with some cold water. 

But since he's in there working I decide to go else ware and wait 
until hes done. 

I listen to my music as I sweep and puff on a smoke to further calm 
myself a€" though it only marginally helps. 

I worry about running across someone who wants to talk and due to my 
fragile emotional state, just bursting into tears, having them try to 
console me then having to makeup something to explain it. 

Or being caught smoking in the parkade by the manager which may get 
me fired on the spot. 

"Hell. Breathing could get you fired on the spot..." I think sourly 
as I continue smoking as I sweep. 

Eventually I go back upstairs, wash my face then clean my entire 
building till I have to go meet the others at the third building to 
clean it . 

The rest of the day goes normally though I can't help but kick myself 
for thinking I could impart some logic to the others that our bosses 
cant treat us like they have if we demand better, nor can they fire 
us . 

But again I just can't put this across to anyone. 

' Cept my roommate who understands but doesn't say anything either 
which I understand she cant draw too much attention to 
herself . 

Outside what her physical appearance attracts. 

One other note that adds to the misconcept ion of my age is a€" that 
evening she and I went grocery shopping and a older woman practically 
patted me on the head as she commended me for helping 'my big sister' 
with shopping as if I were nothing but a small child despite the fact 
I'm almost 'my big sisters' height. 

This made us look at one another before I stopped my roomie from 
correcting her and instead played along a€" thanking the woman as I 
did my best not to collapse into laughter right there. 



Instead I poked 'my sister' playfully then darted off as if playing a 
game . 

I sprinted to a quiet section of the store before bursting out 
laughing . 

"Is that how your normally treated?" she asks. 

I'm laughing so hard it takes me a good 60 seconds or more to collect 
myself enough to answer her as she watches me bemused. 

"Yeah. Then if I act like an adult I'm treated like a delinquent 
teen." I pant still snickering. 

We finish our shopping without much more trouble ' cept when I pickup 
and carry the large sacks of potatoes and the 10kg bag of sugar on my 
shoulders a€" two men try to take and carry them insisting a girl 
shouldn't do such heavy lifting. 

But I nimbly avoid their attempts, dancing circles around the two 
easily until my 'sister' tells them to stop bothering, we can handle 
them . 

So they do and I thank them for the offer but "Imma big girl, and I 
can handle the bags." I smile lightly before the two of us head 
of f . 

I cook dinner as she is out for a long run and to pickup a ice cream 
cake on her way back for dessert. 

I just finish putting the dishes of food on the table when she 
returns with the ice cream cake for dessert. 

Though what catches my attention is her saying good-bye to someone 
outside . 

"A friend?" I ask in my usual motherly manor as I head back into the 
kitchen, taking my apron off. 

"Oh, an old friend I met on my run." she answers dismissively while 
bringing the ice cream cake into the kitchen then places it into the 
fridge's freezer. 

"Oh. Okay. Well dinner is ready. I hope you like it." I smile warmly 
heading to the front where I lock the door and we begin dinner 
quietly . 

6 months pass and my roommate and I grow to know one another fairly 
well though we have afew unspoken but understood secrets between 
us . 

"Okay I'm off." I chime as I slide my black stylized boots on then I 
adjust my bag. "Okay so you will be home by 21:00?" she asks while 
reading one of my three copy's of 'The art of war', quietly reclined 
on the couch. 

"No actually I may not be home till 23:00 or at the latest 03:00. 
Don't worry though I will phone if I'm going to be later then 23:00 
and when I'm on my way home." I answer as I pick my keys up off their 
hook that I always hang them on by the door so I don't lose 



them . 


"Wait. What are you doing tonight?" she asks concerned. 

"See you later!" I chime already out the door, with it half 
closed . 

"Rose!" she hollers after me concerned. 

Throwing the door open seconds after I've closed it but I'm already 
gone . 

Later that evening I wander the streets following the directions I 
had written down. 

I've been searching for so long my feet ache and my stomachs 
complaints are so loud the saying 'my stomach thinks my throat's been 
cut' keeps reminding me I should eat soon. After another half hour of 
walking and putting off getting something to eat I sigh defeatedly, 
honestly abit frustrated. 

"Damn..." I curse softly to myself as I stop at a busy street corner 
to look for a fast food joint. 

I spot one just down the street and head to it. 

After getting some food I head back out and spend the rest of the 
night wandering around looking for _something_ but at 22:26 I sigh 
again hopelessly. 

I sulk as I head back though some quiet streets to an old park in the 
city . 

I sit on the edge of the fountain in the deserted park then sniffle 
as I watch the ripples on the water. "I'm never going to find her, 
maby I'm just going crazy and I really am the only one... I've really 
lost everyone.." I sniffle as I mutter to myself depressed before 
breaking down into tears. 

For a good long while I just sit there sobbing hopelessly as the 
feeling of being utterly alone, having just lost everyone and 
everything I held dear crushes down upon me. When I finally calm down 
and check my watch I notice I'm ten minutes past when I should've 
called home. 

"Aw shit!" I curse and fumble to pull my phone out. 

"Rose?! Are you okay? Where are you?" my roomie asks obviously 
concerned . 

"Yes I'm okay. I'm on my way now. Sorry things just took abit longer 
then I expected." I explain apologetically as I stand up then begins 
walking back to the transit station. "What took so long?" she 
inquires interested. 

"Sorry I didn't catch that. I'm in the train station. I'll be home 
soon. I'll talk to you when I get in." I say in my best 'honest' 
tones before hanging up. 

On my way home I cant help but feel like I'm being followed. 



As I get closer to home I just brush it off as paranoia when I don't 
see anyone visibly watching or trying to follow me when I fake exit 
the train then at the last second jump back on like I realized I got 
off at the wrong station. 

I head back home without any trouble and I just step into the door to 
the interrogation from my room mate on where I had been, what I was 
doing and why I was so late in calling. 

After some time of talking and being busted on every 'lie' I tell her 
about where I had been, what I was really doing, etc. 


I finally sigh as I stand up exhausted "Its like your secrets and 
meeting with your friend a€" don't want to talk about it... Please 
don't ask me anymore." I state depressed before heading off to bed 
exhausted . 


That night I hear her getup and I roll over tiredly as she leaves the 
room quietly a€" my guess is to use the bathroom. 

But a second or two after I hear the sound of an air compressor 
discharge . 

Than there's an eerie silence. 


"Sara?" I inquire curiously as I hear the bedroom door open 
slowly . 

Shortly afterwards I feel someone pounce on me driving a needle into 
my leg, injecting a 'warm' fluid into my vein. 

I immediately realize its a heavy sedative as it quickly begins 
relaxing me. 

I do my best to resist the sedative and fight the person, but its no 
use they've got me pinned and my struggling is only making the 
sedative work faster, blurring my vision steadily. 

As my vision begins to blur into unrecognizable shapes I notice 
Sara's shadow just in the hall, apparently perfectly fine. 

"Damn.." I mutter softly then sigh, giving into the overwhelming 
tired feeling as my eyelids sink down then close. 


2 . Chapter 2 

Well this is chapter two. Some chapter's are going to be longer then 
others, but I appreciate messages with tips and tricks on how to 
improve the format for easier reading for you my readers. 

~R 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 

><p>I shift sleepily on a strange bed in a semi-dark room.<p> 

I get the feeling of being observed but I'm still working the 
sedatives from my system, so I cautiously wait abit then go back to 



sleep semi-comforted with the knowledge if they were going to harm me 
it would've been done by now. 

I hear something interesting later when I wake again though. 

"I still don't get what the big deal is with this civilian..." 

I hear a young woman semi-complain . 

"Who knows... Orders are orders though and we're stuck babysitting." 
a man exhales as chair creaks as one of them relaxes with a heavy 
sigh . 

"Who'd you piss off?" the woman asks with abit of levity which makes 
the man chuckle abit . 

"No one lately... Well... No one that ' d get me posted down here. But 
I'm glad I did." he answers in a somewhat charming manor. 

I cant help but roll my eyes then roll over, going back to sleep to 
avoid listening anymore to his wooing of the woman. 

I don't get to much into sleeping because I'm woken by the voice of a 
nurse who's checking some equipment. 

Its not entirely her voice that gets my attention, but what she is 
reading off. 

"Subject's progress is at 90%. By estimates she will be ready in 24 
hours. Note: Despite sedatives being expelled from the subject's 
system hours earlier than anticipated, the subject continues to 
sleep. Concern of narcolepsy..?" She reads off, thoughtfully 
muttering to herself. 

"I don't have narcolepsy..." I grumble grouchily as I open my right 
eye to look at her a€" finding I'm looking up at the shocked 
expression of a red haired, Caucasian female nurse. 

"How 're you awake?! The sensors she begins to question but stops 
as I roll onto my back and sleepily rub my eyes. 

"So where am I? And whats going on?" I question her curiously while I 
enjoy the sensation rubbing my eyes gives me. 

"How are you feeling?" she asks quickly quite obviously avoiding my 
questions deliberately. 

I take a second before relaxing on the bed and looks over myself a€" 
testing my mobility abit before answering. 

"Abit stiff, a little hungry and also wondering where my clothes 
went.." I answer with some humor before smiling at her then I sit up 
with my legs crossed, to keep my balance. 

"Well that's all normal. Hey! You shouldn't... Sit... Up..." She 
pauses, watching me with a surprised expression. 

I look at the various IV s and machines I'm hooked upto thoughtfully 
a€" trying to figure out what it all does and what the few liquids 
I'm being given are and may be for or doing to my body. Given the 



fact I thought I had heard her mention a mutagen before I was woken 
by her voice. 

"Do you know who you are?" she asks me in a concerned/prying 
manor . 

"Yes, why? Am I not supposed to?" I look at her innocently 
curious . 

"Well yes you are." she answers carefully, looking at me abit 
uncomfortably . 

"Have you ever been in a hospital before?" she asks curiously as I 
examine the IV lines going into my arm. 

"Yes. But only as company for friends." I look at her as she shifts 
slightly . 

"Then how did you treat the wound on your arm?" she inquires 
motioning to the long scar on my left forearm that was obviously deep 
from how wide the scar is and its length is about 4 a€" 5 inches a€" 
indicating it was serious. 

"With a first aid kit." I shrug abit noncommittally, deciding to turn 
the question avoidance right back around on her. 

"Soooo... Uh . . . About my clothes." I look at her abit modestly, 
changing my posture to show discomfort at having only a hospital gown 
on . 

"Oh... Well I'm sorry but your not allowed to get out of bed for at 
least another day." She answers while walking to the end of the 
bed . 

"Uh what about the bathroom?" I blush abit lightly, actually 
embarrassed . 

"If you need to, someone will bri -" she begins to explain but I perk 
up alarmed and shake my head. 

"Hell no! None of my bones are broken and I can walk! Now gimme my 
damn clothes... Or start telling why I'm here hooked up like a cancer 
patient." I demand stubbornly with my arms crossed carefully so I 
don't rip out the IV needles which would no doubt be very 
painful . 

Unlike any reaction I had expected (resistance) , the woman looks at 
me as a very pleased smile spreads across her face. 

"I'll have someone bring you something to wear soon with your meal." 
she says before slipping through the curtains, leaving me to listen 
to her footsteps as she walks away. The sound of a door unlocking 
then sliding open shortly after tells me its a small room and I'm 
locked in. So even if I did make an effort to leave or escape I 
wouldn't get far with it. 

"Damn... Locked in a hospital room... No clothes. Who knows what 
going into my body. Maybe no bathroom in here either. And I'm no 
doubt in a room that has cameras so everything I do is going to be 
recorded. So if they don't know about me, then perhaps I could still 



get out of this... But a keen eye woulda spotted the scar from the 
tube they used back home to treat my pneumothorax. What the hell do I 
do now?" 

I think worriedly while sitting on the bed looking around the strange 
room and equipment . 

Eventually I get bored with counting the ruffles in the curtains 
around the bed so I decide to start working on my body towards the 
goal of standing and seeing where I'm at with my mobility. Perhaps by 
doing this I might be able to figure out how long I've been here. 

So over the next while I work on stretching, being mindful of the IV 
lines . 

I'm in the middle of stretching my legs when I hear the door unlock 
then slide open and a person walks in. 

I listen to their light footsteps get closer as I continue stretching 
then a woman's voice speaks from the other side of the curtain 
cautiously . 

"You awake?" she asks as I straighten up and sit properly. 

"Yes I am." I answer quickly, hopeful this is about the food and 
possible clothes which I am all too eager to put on. 

"Need a hand?" I ask considerately, doing my best to hide the 
eagerness from my voice. 

"No thank you." Her voice answers before the hand of a man opens the 
curtain before she walks in carrying a tray of food balanced 
perfectly on top of a bundle of clothes. 

She pauses when she first looks at me and I cock my head to the side 
like a puzzled dog would. The woman has short cut brown hair and 
bright hazel eyes which come to life as she laughs abit at my bemused 
expression while she sets the clothes on the bed then sets the tray 
on a small table by the bed. 

"Your a lot younger then I expected." she smiles at me as the 'nurse' 
returns . 

"Ah! Good. Sargent please wait here. Now I'm going to unhook you from 
the machines so you may dress. I'm also going to give you a physical 
as well." The nurse explains to me as the 'Sargent' waits outside the 
curtains after giving the woman a curt confirming nod coupled with a 
quick 'yes ma'am.'. 

I nod understandingly once as I watch her begin to work on freeing me 
of the machines silently. 

"Thank you Ma'am." I say politely as she shuts off the machines with 
practised ease. 

"Your welcome. I hope you don't mind me asking a€" For what?" she 
inquires while working on getting me 'freed' of the machines and IV 
lines . 


"I don't mind. Its for being so kind." 


I answer sincerely, causing 



her to pause as she unhooks one of the IV lines and looks at me 
surprised . 

We look at one another, with quite different expressions on our faces 
as we have a sort of silent conversation while we look at one 
another . 

"Hm! I just noticed your eyes look green up close." she states 
somewhat surprise looking abit closer at them which makes me giggle 
amused . 

"They also change color too." I add with a chuckle, looking at her 
brightly as she returns to 'freeing' me of the various IV lines which 
feed the last of their contents into my arms before she detaches them 
with practised ease. 

Shortly after she unhooks the last one she then lowers the rails on 
the right side of the bed. 

"Okay, please stand up then remove the gown. I will help you." she 
orders offering her hands as I hang my legs over the side abit 
eagerly and I gently take her arm, giving a curt nod of 
understanding/ gratefulness . 

I cautiously step down onto the bare floor and squeak surprised as my 
body stiffens up involuntarily. 

"Cold floor!" I gasp abit surprised then giggles slightly as I put my 
full weight on my feet carefully with the woman cautiously supporting 
me so I don't fall over while I'm this unsteady. 

"I wont take long. Then you can rewarm them." she says 
sympathetically which causes me to smile warmly with 
understanding . 

"Its nice... The floor I mean. I'm used to the carpet at home so it 

was just abit of a surprise, but a welcome one." I explain and with 

her help get the gown off so she can begin the examination. 

I neatly lay the gown on the bed while I use it to stop myself from 

tipping to either side too far as I sway a little. 

"So how old are you?" she asks me as she begins the physical 
examination . 

"I'm 23." I answer simply as she looks over my body carefully. 

"Oh! We had you on file for being 17." she says abit surprised and I 
can't help but begin laughing. 

"Whats so funny?" she asks confused "I thought you would be abit 
offended.." she looks at me oddly as I laugh. 

"Well ma'am, when I was a teen I was mistaken for being 20+ but now 
that I am, most people guess I'm a teen." I chuckle very amused. 

"So its not offending to be mistaken for a youth?" She asks in a 
curious but thoughtful manor as she continues the 
examination . 



"Hardly. It gets me less lectures when I 'act my age'. And the 
reactions are priceless when I reveal my real age." I laugh 
abit . 

"Like my own?" she looks at me abit coyly and I smile warmly at 
her . 

"No ma'am. Yours honestly, was the usual. But the content and 
delivery was priceless." I smile happily. 

"Well its good to hear you've a good sense of humor. As well a€" your 
perfectly healthy too. You may get dressed now." she explains calmly 
before turning to work on the computer screen beside the bed calmly. 

I begin nibbling on the food that was brought for me as I carefully 
dress . 

The tray has a simple jam and peanut butter sandwich, some cheese and 
crackers with a container of milk a€" which is rather watery so I 
guess its either 2% or skim. 

But I'm thankful for the watery excuse for milk none the less as I 
dress and eat, being quite thirsty. 

I'm careful not to get crumbs on the outfit on which turns out to be 
a kind of fatigues I've not seen before. 

"But then again I've not studied too much about the military here and 
been more focused on finding Oni . " I think as I finish the last of 
the food calmly before sitting on the bed's edge, putting the 
provided boots on. To my suspicious surprise they fit me too 
well . 

"First I wind up with the Court of Miracles now this... I wonder if I 
ever will see my loved ones again or get back to my own home time... 
Oh, Oni sama... Will we ever meet again I wonder..." I think as I tie 
up the last of the laces, being very sure of not showing my thoughts 
or emotional turmoil externally. 

"Think you can walk?" The woman asks me as I set my right boot down 
after finishing lacing it. 

"Well, I'm standing. Walking shouldn't be too difficult." I smile 
abit modestly, stuffing my turmoils back down for when I'll have the 
time to deal with them privately. 

"Alright, just take it slow. Follow me please." She orders then walks 
past me and to the end of the bed calmly, opening the curtains to 
reveal two guards on either side along with the female Sargent 
waiting patiently. 

I carefully follow the nurse, adjusting my balance with each unsteady 
step until I reach her then I walk in stride with her to the main 
door of the small, windowless room. 

"Hm. . . A modified cell?" I wonder as I examine the room slightly as I 
follow her, the Sargent and two guards following behind us 
silently . 

She puts in a code as I look around the room, listening to the tones 
it makes which I remember for possible use later. 



I look forward when I hear the door open and see her move forward 
things moving abit slowly then I last remember. 


"If my memory hasn't been altered by what was done to me." I think to 
myself thoughtfully as I find each step I take being easier and more 
balanced then the last. 

Out into the area beyond the door is a semi-quiet hallway with 
uniformed people walking about their usual activities, mostly guards 
or security of the military from my guess or at worst, actual 
soldiers . 

"A kind of prison perhaps?" I think as I watch a person being led 
down the hall in handcuffs of some kind before I fall into step with 
the woman, missing the attempted reprimand from one guard as they 
grunt . 

"Eye's forward!" They growl warningly at me and I just half look at 
them curiously then look them over, examining every detail in the 
short few seconds before I look ahead with a simple and polite 
nod . 

I follow the woman down the maze-like halls to a guarded lift where 
she produces documentation to the two guards then goes through some 
security procedures a€" a retinal scan, voice confirmation then hand 
scan before the rest of us go through similar procedures, myself 
included before we are then allowed to board the lift. 

"Hmmmm. . . High security. Definitely a high security prison or 
classified base. What the hell am I in and how deep does this rabbit 
hole go..." I think concerned, continuing to hide my thoughts from 
showing externally which I'm thankful for by how the woman seems to 
be watching me just as intently as I examine everything on our route 
to the destination. 

It's a almost too clean meeting room where she opens the door with a 
kind of transparent key card from her pocket. 

"Inside please. And don't try to leave." She orders suddenly serious 
and commanding. 

I look at her slightly surprised by the change but nods once 
understandingly before walking inside calmly, letting the door close 
behind myself without jumping as I examine the room carefully. 

"Just great..." I sigh and run my fingers through my loose, shoulder 
length hair. 

Time seems to drift by agonizingly slow as I'm stuck in this room 
alone, looking around at different things to keep myself busy. 

I happen upon a camera which I just smile at amused and exhale a 
cloud of vapour onto to fog it up before chuckling abit shaking my 
head slightly at how easily I found it. 

"Oh boy..." I scratch my head and take a seat in one of the chairs 
far from the door so I can watch it carefully and be alot harder to 
sneak up on. 



I'm about to dose off into a nap with my head on my folded arms as 
cushioning against the table's hard surface when the door opens and a 
group of about 8 or so people are ordered into the room with the same 
orders to not try and escape. 

I notice that they are wearing the similar outfit as myself and I 
lean back examining each of them to pick out any of them that may be 
a possible mole or trouble. 

"DAMN IT!" A 28 year old Southern American man swears angrily as he 
pounds his fist on the door a couple times, cursing with each 
strike . 

"So they put you in here to spy on us too?! Heh . If they think for 
one minute that outfit will disguise you. They are sorely mistaken!" 

A woman accuses me but I just sit up and yawn tiredly, stretching 
unconcerned . 

"Why you stuck up little - !" she cry's grabbing my collar then tries 
to lift me from the chair but I stand and look down at her 
calmly . 

"Do not touch me Ma'am. I don't like it. And don't assume a single 
thing about me." I warn her, rolling up my right sleeve to reveal the 
same marks on my arm as whats on hers from the IV lines that slightly 
peak out from under the cuff of her shirt's sleeve cuff. 

"Your one of us?!" a young girl about 15 or younger exclaims shyly 
from the back of me to my right looking at my arm with surprise. 

I slightly turn to her and smile warmly "No I'm not one of you. I am 
just a civilian janitor. I don't play sides a€" I just clean and do 
my job." I look at the woman on my left before pointedly 
straightening my outfit before sitting back down pointedly. 

"Your the shittiest ONI liar I've ever met!" The American man pipes 
up as the others silently take their seats watching the woman, myself 
and the man interact as I look at him simply unbothered by his 
manor . . . Yet . 

"So your an Insurrectionist... Tell me sir a€" when should you take 
something's life from it?" I question in a very deadpan manor as I 
lock my eyes with his as he sits down. 

"Under what context?" 

"Are you talking a human or an animal?" 

Two others ask curiously. 

One is a Hispanic man in his early 30s and the other a Scottish woman 
about the same age as myself. 

"Your context, and that's for him to answer. I want someone obviously 
more educated then this stupid, ignorant high school dropout to tell 
me why its alright to and why its not alright to kill something a€" 
Anything." I say placing my hand on my chest to indicate I'm 
referring to myself. 


"As for being a cop or military a€" there is no point trying to 



clarify it when your minds have been made up about who and what I 
am." I shrug simply before leaning back in the chair after the man 
doesn't answer right away but instead just stares at me in stubborn 
defiance he wont answer. At least that's what he's decided until I 
let loose that cutting statement. 

"Fine I'll play your stupid game. The time you should take somethings 
life is when it stands in your way." He growls putting his fists on 
the table, making me smile slightly. "Good to know. Then just don't 
stand in your way or you'll kill me?" I open one eye looking at him 
calmly. A silent yet effective challenge. 

But before he can answer with an obviously seething remark, the doors 
open and a group of armed guards enter, quickly taking up positions 
in the room so we are all covered and they can keep control in the 
room . 

After the guards have situated themselves an obvious military officer 
walks into the room. 

"Remove that one for interrogations." the 50+ year old man orders 
sternly, motioning to the man I'd just been speaking with. 

"You Bitch!" the woman whom I'd had the conflict with earlier cry's 
furiously as she jumps from her chair, producing a knife from her 
waistband as she jumps across the table to stab me in the middle of 
the chest. 

Though to her and my surprise I easily doge the attempted attack and 
pull her over the chair, then throw her to the ground with a 
resounding thump as a disoriented heap. 

"Don't move." One of the guards warn as I step back from the woman 
and relax with my hands up passively. 

"Wasn't planning on it." I respond simply as one guard steps forward 
then puts restraints on her wrists then she, along with the man are 
semi-f orcefully escorted from the room by three of the guards. 

"You gonna be trouble as well?" a guard snorts, eyeing me 
suspiciously . 

I look at him simply then take the knife out of the chair and hold it 
out to him hilt first obedient and utterly passive. 

"Nope. No trouble, sir." I respond in a slightly chipper manor as the 
guard carefully and most definitely suspicious, takes the knife from 
my hand. 

"Alright, lets begin." the officer clears his throat so I sit down 
back in my seat comfortably. 

"Each of you have been brought here for questioning. It has been 
brought to the attention of the UNSC that some of you are not who you 
seem. Now if your willing to co-operate we are prepared to 
negotiate." He begins to explain very deadpan serious as he looks us 
over carefully. Then he continues after a momentary pause. 


"If your willing to speak with a person about your unique situations 
and terms a€" stand up and the soldier behind you will escort you to 



a room where a counsellor waits." he explains calmly. 


I exhale calmly and lean back in the chair with my eyes closed for a 
moment as I hear some of the others stand up. 

"Sir, what if we have questions? Can we not just ask you?" I ask 
making the meek girl along with another pause while the rest of those 
who stood, eagerly follow their escort from the room, obviously 
wanting to go home as soon as possible. 

"So whats your question?" the man asks slightly intrigued, which 
makes me smile very slightly as I set my hands on the table before 
lacing my fingers neatly together. 

"Oh, that was it sir. You see... That was a lovely load of fine print 
you gave. But anyone with any insight of bureaucracy would know we 
aren't going home. Those 'negotiations' are for our enlistment into 
the UNSC not our release to our civilian lives. Now, I've seen enough 
counsellors in my day to know most are full of shit or just 
over-schooled imbeciles... So, tell me... Am I wrong that this is 
just someones idea of a well planned mind-game to trap us and force 
our enlistment after we tell the ONI officers in those rooms about 
what you're bluffing to know about us?" I look at him as deadpan and 
business-like as I can despite my heart pounding in my ears loudly 
from how nervous I am about this dicey gamble I'm making right 
now . 

There is a long and very tense silence in the room as the others look 
between the man and myself then back afew times while he and I stare 
at one another totally silent and unmoving. 

"Looks like you've been found out Colonel." A beautiful female 
officer states with amusement to the man whom she called "Colonel" as 
she walks into the room. 

"Follow me young lady." she orders me seriously to which I exhale 
slightly worried, knowing I just got myself signed up for undoubtedly 
some serious trouble I may not be able to handle. 

"Yes Ma'am." I respond with resignation as I rise up, obviously 
concerned as I walk around the table to her. There's hardly a pause 
when I get close then begin to follow her from the room as she turns 
on her heel and strides from the room just behind her, without guard. 
Which I find abit strange, for a fraction of a second. Because, 
simply, that either means I'm not viewed as a threat or this woman is 
the one I should be worried of, not vice versa. 

We're not too far from the room and the door hasn't closed just yet 
that I get to hear some of the man begin again, changing his "tune" 
to sell that load of bullshit better to those left so they'll go 
along dumb and blind to what the military wants. 

>I only secretly hope my outspoken moment has set the seed to help 
prevent those left with any will or defiance against such abuse to 
fight . <p> 

The woman stays totally quiet for the whole trip to another officer's 
office where we enter and she snaps a prompt salute to the officer 
sitting behind the oak desk, who looks up at us both obviously 
unhappy to be disturbed without warning. 



"This had better be good Commander..." he grumbles while giving me a 
curt glance over unimpressed. I can't help but swallow apprehensively 
as a knot forms in my stomach. 

The woman relaxes properly, clasping her hands behind her back 
seeming to be "t ickled-pink" about something. Whatever it is and why, 
I don't like the prospective answers. 

"I apologize for the interruption Admiral. But this young lady may be 
of interest Sir." She explains with a slight smile, obviously doing 
her level best to keep herself composed from the excitement and self 
satisfaction she's damn near radiating like a heater. 

"And hows that?" The man looks at her unimpressed, leaning back in 
his desk chair seeming more interested. 

"Would you please repeat your thoughts on the Colonel's proposition." 
She says to me, more an order then a real request. And I'm not about 
to argue, let alone how I suddenly hate myself for being right that I 
fucked myself by the outburst in the other room. 

I gulp suddenly anxious as I try to swallow the thick knot in my 
suddenly dry throat . 

"S-sure." I stumble over the word apprehensively. I realize quickly 
that I have little choice but to co-operate or dig myself into a 
deeper hole of trouble so I take a calming breath and look at the man 
as calm as I can manage, despite the uncomfortable feeling of being 
stared, _through _by him. 

"Well sir, I simply said that the Colonel's proposition was nothing 
but a load of bureaucratic fine print. Sure sounds nice at first 
glance but he could've at least tried to hide the fact that it was a 
load of bull shit he was reciting about 'negotiating' anything so we 
could return to our homes." I swallow abit nervously as the two watch 
me carefully. "Hm. What makes you think it was a trick?" the man 
inquires thoughtfully, neatly lacing his fingers together as he leans 
forward interested. 

"The fact he used the term *_negot iate*_ in his reference to any of 
the group of people in the room going home. If we were going home, 
why would we need to negotiate anything with the military. Besides 
that a€" his body language didn't entirely coincide with what he was 
saying. Sir." I explain honestly. 

"So you can read body language. How interesting.. So from the sounds 
of it you don't like the offer that was provided. _**To go home**_." 
he states seriously then looks at the woman. 

"Thank you for bringing this to my attention Commander, your 
dismissed. I will expect full reports on the others later." he orders 
looking at her simply as I gulp worried. 

"Oh great... I just volunteered myself for the '_specialist_' 
recruiter... " I think abit sourly as the woman salutes politely then 
leaves, apparently very satisfied with herself. 

I can't help but exhale worriedly as the woman leaves. 

"Something worrying you?" the man inquires thoughtfully, motioning 



for me to sit in one of the two chairs across his desk and I swallow 
the knot in my throat nervously, sitting down in one of the two 
chairs across from him obediently, nervously wringing my hands as I 
situate myself in the chair. 

"Yes Sir. But I'd rather not discuss it." I say abit meek before 
looking at him with some sudden courage. 

"Because it doesn't have to do with this matter." I say simply, 
despite the knot in my throat threatening to silence me. 

"I see. Well this wont take long. What is your name young lady?" the 
man asks me rather business-like. 

"Astrum. Rose. West. Sir." I answer abit nervously. My nervousness 
grows as he begins typing on the computer then relaxes somewhat as if 
he has found something of interest. 

"Ah. It says here your age has yet to be determined. So what was your 
year of birth?" he asks, thoughtfully looking at me as I look at him 
abit lost in surprise. 

"Sir?" I tilt my head puzzled for a moment then I notice a slight 
look of deception in his eyes. 

"A game!" I realize sourly but I become surprised even more when he 
smiles somewhat pleased or amused, I can't really tell. 

"Your very astute Miss West. I guess the usual methods wont work." He 
leans back satisfied as I shift to cross my arms but check the motion 
and rest them in a relaxed position, relaxing my posture so I seem 
more at ease and in control. 

"Thank you." I look at him calmer, despite being utterly terrified 
and worried I may fuck up and sink myself into one hell of a deep 
hole . 

"So why don't we start with something simple. What is it you want out 
of this?" He inquires as I look at him. 

"That's a broad question Sir. Could you please narrow the subject 
down a little more for me. I am unsure of what you want to know 
exactly." I speak, feeling much like my sister when she is in the 
'analyzing' manor. 

"No. Please answer it as best you can." he orders and I look at him 
then exhale a calming breath. 

"Damn... What the hell should I say... I have to watch my words. Or 
sink myself faster then a wood boat hitting a mine." I think 
worriedly . 

"I want to go home. Return to my old routines and life." I finally 
answer after a long pause, looking at him abit hopefully. His 
expression is serious, more so stone-like then before. Its rather 
intimidating looking at the man across the small space between us let 
alone him being in a military uniform, its hard not to notice the 
rank on his collar. 


His eyes are the most unnerving part of this whole thing, unemotional 



a€" difficult to read, but not impossible thankfully, but his words 
are . 

"There is something here Miss West I would like you to clear up 
before you leave this room. From there on we shall see." he says 
smoothly, the words however are very cut and dry but I can hear the 
slight sense of something hidden in the words possibly, 
pleasure? 

"Aw hell... I'll bite... I just hope he doesn't bite back..." I think 
sitting up a little more, getting abit impatient. 

"What is it?" I ask then watches carefully as his hand reaches over 
then taps a button which brings up a file on a small projector in the 
desk . 

I cant help but be utterly shocked and horrified when the file of 
myself comes up but under my maiden name with my picture, date of 
birth, police files on my disappearance from my home era, absolutely 
_e very thing ! _ 

"Its certainly a strange thing that your identical to this young 
woman, claim to be the same age, and have nearly identical DNA 
markers as well, far too close for siblings or even for her to be 
your maternal ancestor. Even the retinal scans are uncannily similar 
despite the odd mutation. So you see a€" we want some answers about 
this matter." he speaks in a way much like that of a commanding 
officer but most definite that I will not be leaving a€" no matter my 
explanations. I just sit in stunned silence for some time reading the 
files, noting they've had me under surveillance for the past 18 
months . 

All of this new information is just too much combined with the 
horrible realization that I'm stuck in a rel hard spot without no way 
of getting out. I begin to feel my tears well up as it crushes down 
on me I may not ever find my sister again and I hang my head 
defeated . 

"What do you want to know." I manage to get out emotionally, trying 
my hardest not to break down into tears. 

"Are you this woman?" He asks simply as I use my sleeve to wipe some 
stray tears away. 

"Yes." I sniffle involuntarily. 

"Good. Then explain how your here so many years after your 
disappearance." he orders seriously. 

I swallow abit and rub my face with both hands, trying to compose 
myself . 

"This is no time to be blubbering... I have to do this... I cant 
blubber now. I'll have plenty later in some cell or.. A lab..." I 
think to myself sourly as I rub my face. I do manage eventually to 
get myself calm enough to sit up properly to continue this 
conversation . 

"I don't know honestly. I was on my way to a friend's for a road trip 
and my guess is that I dosed off at the buss stop, because the next 



thing I knew a policeman of this era was poking me, telling me to 
move along. Like I was a homeless person loitering or a runaway. I 
don't remember much, the vague feeling of a disorientation dream was 
all I had to explain it when I was woken up.." I swallow 
abit . 

"Certainly a hard to believe story." he comments and I look up at 
him . 

"Then look it up. Or better yet. Just go ask Constable Robert 
Montgomery about me. Hes not forgotten about me." I look at the 
Admiral stubbornly, abit insulted. 

"You certainly have a good memory for names." he comments 
offhandedly . 

"Its handy." I shrug abit grumpily. 

"So who's this sister you're looking for and how can you be so sure 
shes even in this era like you?" he looks at me and I blink somewhat 
surprised for a moment then sigh abit. 

"Damn... Someone's sure thorough..." I grumble with a sigh before 
answering the question. 

"She and I are not blood sisters but are sisters in another way. Its 
difficult to explain but its like..." I look at my hands sadly, 
trying to think. 

"Its like a moon phase. When its at the new moon and we look up at 
the dark sky, we know the moon is there. But the only evidence 
without anything but our eyes, is our knowledge or that feeling its 
there in the shadows." I try to explain as best I can, scratching my 

head abit nervously. But I get the feeling I've done a horrible job 

of it . 

"Certainly emotional. But what do you have to backup any of this?" he 
asks finally. 

"All the items from that period I had with me. My cell phone, mp3 

player, laptop, external hard drives, money, ID cards, everything one 

would expect to find in a bag with camping gear." I read off 
simply . 

"Alright. Where is it?" he asks as I relax slightly. 

"Most of it is in my closet. Everything in the closet buried or 
hidden. The rest like my bow and arrows, bag and larger items are 
hidden in the attic." I explain as to the point as I can. 

"Where exactly?" he asks and I blink abit confused. 

"Hes got to be joking me..." I think surprised that no one's found 
the stuff with how easy I made it for someone to find, out of my 
nature for organization. 

"Uhm. . . In the locked box that says 'Rose's stuff'. Its buried in the 
closet then the rest is in a PVC tube in the corner of the closet 
also marked with my name. The bow and larger items are far back in 
the attic hidden behind the sheet of plywood up there." I explain in 



detail . 


Just then a woman with dark hair and green eyes strides into the room 
quicky, wearing normal civilian clothing looking quite ruffled and 
upset . 

"Admiral, whats the meaning of she stops mid-rant and looks at 

me as I look at her abit curiously. However the admiral just sighs 
t iredly . 

"I do wish that you'd announce yourself before entering my personal 
office." he complains to the woman as she stiffens abit and I look 
between the two, feeling much like a child in the principals office 
as another teacher bursts in. 

"Alright, the information will be looked into. Wait outside." he 
orders me and I nod, standing up quickly. 

"Yes sir." I swallow abit dryly then walk out into the hall and 
stand, leaning my back against the far wall silently, being very 
thankful to get out of that room finally. I look around the hall, 
examining the design, construction and even the 'paint job' quietly 
as I wait and calm down. What or who I'm waiting for, I've no idea. 

So I just wait here patiently. 

I'm in the middle of examining the command panel beside the door 
after having scrutinized almost everything in the hallway, including 
the posture and gait of those who pass by out of boredom. 

I'm just in the process of figuring the things operations out when 
the door opens and I jump, stiffening up tensely as a feeling of 
dread fills me about the prospect of being called back into that room 
to face him again. 

But I ' m not . 

Instead the woman exits with a deep look of thought written on her 
face as she steps out into the hall then looks up at me for a while 
as she looks me over very carefully. 

It makes me feel like I'm being scrutinized in much the same way a 
person might scrutinize a questionable meal, but I stay silent and 
stiff . 

After a long silence she seems satisfied, she turns to my left and 
begins walking down the hall. 

"Come along please." she says in a smooth voice but I detect a 
slight... Warmth to her words. 

I swallow and look at the door unsurely then to her before quickly 
following, much like a lost puppy may. _I certainly feel like 
one_. 

Just as I catch upto her slow, contemplating pace she looks at 
me . 

"So what is your full name?" she asks thoughtfully. 

"Astrum Rose West, Ma'am." I respond properly, swallowing abit 



nervous about what this all may be leading to. 


"Astrum hm? And whats your maiden name miss West?" she inquires 
thoughtfully, I myself pause slightly at the reminder of my birth 
name as all the memories of my abused past come back to me. I swallow 
abit, looking to the side abit distantly. 

"Avery Clark. Would you like my birthday as well?" I offer her 
considerately. 

The woman just gives me a slightly curious look from the corner of 
her eye before shaking her head slightly. 

"No that's alright." she responds abit distantly before going back 
into her thoughts silently for a time as we walk together down the 
hall to a less secured lift. At least thats what it seems like from a 
casual glance. 

But I can tell that this is controlled by a UNSC AI, so its far more 
secure then the last lift I had ridden upon. 

"So what is it you like to be addressed as?" she suddenly inquires as 
she swipes her ID card and another through the reader once we arrive 
at the lift doors. 

"Huh?...!" I blink abit surprised looking at her. 

"Uhm. . . Why?" I ask in return quite confused and slightly suspicious 
to her interest, though when she looks at me it becomes obvious that 
her interest is more then personal but a calculating interest, 
psychology based is my guess. 

"For the record, generally people call me Astrum or Miss West. Unless 
I request otherwise." I look at her abit sceptical of her motives, 
crossing my arms slightly as I hear the lift approaching us 
slowly . 

"Ah. Well then, may I address you by Astrum?" I stiffen slightly when 
the doors open catching me somewhat off guard by the sudden sound and 
her odd request, since its usually custom that people only call 
someone by their first name if its a personal thing or friend of the 
person . 

I look at her confused but shrug with a sigh after a short pause when 
she begins walking onto the lift, with me in tow. 

"I don't see why not Ma'am." I lean against the side of the lift wall 
looking around abit casually as the doors close behind us. 

"Good! So Astrum what do you think of things here in this era?" she 
asks suddenly in a very perky manor and voice as she presses a button 
for a certain level. 

The sudden change nearly makes me fall over in stunned shock but I 
instead just stand there looking at her in awe at how quickly she 
changed attitudes, a rare thing for me to see from a quote on quote 
"normal person" . 

It takes me a moment or so for me to compose myself before I exhale 
tiredly, looking back up at the ceiling distantly. 



"Ma'am. I don't really care. I just want to go back..." I say 
distantly, as I think about my family and loved ones back in the 
21rst century. The thoughts are short lived as I look down at her 
more seriously. 

"I don't care for complex mind games or bull shit either. So be 
straight a€" What the hell do you want or what is it your driving 
for?" I grumble shortly as the lift once again begins to slow in 
anticipation for the level we are to get off at. It ' s a tense silence 
as the doors slide open but I hold my ground, just as she does, but I 
get the feeling shes examining me or stalling. I keep my eyes fixed 
on her as I wait, but a slight movement catches my eye and I look 
away for a short moment unable to resist the old habit. But when I 
look back I find she's already exited the lift and a good ways down 
the hallway. 

"Hurry up would you please." she orders lightly as I scramble to 
catch up surprised by how quickly and silently she moved. 

"Damn. She's fast! Or maby I'm just slow..." I think as I jog to 
catch upto her faster pace. I do catch up with abit of ease, panting 
semi-hard as I fall into step with her. We barely get two feet before 
she looks at me unimpressed. 

"Stop that would you." she orders, which confuses me somewhat, so I 
straighten slightly, cocking my head to the side confused as I 
continue breathing hard. 

"Huh?" I muse confused. 

"Your a bad actor." She answers my confusion, with a slightly amused 
smirk . 

A pleased grin spreads across my lips as I straighten up and cease 
the panting, walking beside her properly without any sign of the 
fatigue I had been showing before. 

"Only with people who ' re paying attention Ma'am. Frankly, there 
aren't too many I've met." I grin, relaxing abit. 

"Though the number has grown since I arrived here." I half look at 
her, catching her gaze and to my surprise she looks forward again 
quickly . 

We walk quietly for some time until we turn a corner to a glass 
hallway, which gives a wonderful view of the outside. 

I stop and look out the windows in amazement and awe at the view. 

It's the orbital view of a planet much like Earth and the view of the 
stars on the other side of the hall. 

I step over to the side closest the planet and look down at it, 
examining its surface in amazement. 

"Its so beautiful... I always thought, this would be the best view of 
a planet." I think as I look over the deep green forests and rich 
blue seas below. 


"Something wrong?" I hear the woman ask curious, breaking my 



attention from the view to look at her abit confused for a 
moment . 

"Hm? Oh no... Nothing's wrong. I've just never seen anything like 
this." I answer honestly as I turn to face her. 

"Oh. So you've never left Earth in all your time here?" she asks as 
she begins walking down the hallway again with me walking alongside 
her . 

"No ma'am. Earth is what I know, I'm in a strange land and era. So I 
thought it best to first get my bearings, see if I'm the only one I 
know who's here and see if there's any possible way of getting back, 
before settling into this new era too much." I respond as if this was 
the most simple and basic thing while we walk down the hall 
together . 

Its another 50 feet before we come to a door which she stops at then 
uses a code to unlock then opens the door calmly. 

"This will be your quarters for now. There's a bathroom and small 
shower to your right here. Someone will be by for dinner at 1800 a€" 
6pm in general terms." she explains, motioning me to go inside. I nod 
understandingly and smile slightly, appreciative. 

"Thank you ma'am." I say politely before stepping into the room 
obediently . 

I hear the door close behind me and I give it a half glance before 
looking over the immaculately kept room silently for a moment then I 
sigh wearily. 

"Well that means dinner's at 6... And its only..." I look around as I 
think quietly, semi-wondering what I will do in the meanwhile. 

"Ah! Good a clock. Hm its only 1503, there's awhile yet..." I 
unbutton the jacket of my outfit then neatly hang it over the back of 
the chair before picking it up and placing it by the window where I 
sit neatly, silently staring out the window out at the planet below 
as I let myself get lost in my thoughts. 

I spend a long time just looking down at the awe inspiring sight 
below while lost deep in my thoughts of home, my family, whats 
happened since I arrived here, if I will ever return to my 'birth' 
era or whats gonna happen to me now.. 


3 . Chapter 3 

Wow! I really zoomed through this chapter! 

>Well I hope everyone enjoys it ! <br>There ' s plenty more chapters to 
come ! 

>And keep me busy.<p> 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Eventually my thoughts drift to my sister as I look over the deep 
blue oceans. I wonder if I will ever find her or if she is really 
here . <p> 



"I bet Oni would love this view... I hope I'm not wrong about her 
being here, spending all that time looking for her." I sigh and lean 
back in the chair tiredly closing my eyes. Its been many hours since 
I last slept and I'm truly drained from the day's events, so I figure 
closing my eyes for a moment wont hurt any, maby even banish the 
soreness of my eyelids. 

As I relax, enjoying my moment of rest I hear a faint sound, like a 
whisper in my ear "Rose..." The sound makes me jump upright and look 
around the room suddenly alert. "That was Oni ' s voice! I'm sure of 
it! She sounded... Like she was sad..." I think as I carefully 
examine the room for any sign of another person or the source of the 
sound, but in the end come up empty. I lean forward in the chair with 
my head in my hands . 

"Oh... Oni sama..." I say her name sadly as I stare at my hands, 
praying with all my heart that I am not dreaming and I will find 
her . 

"Nothing else matters to me but her... I have to find her.." I think 
as tears begin to well up as I realize how impossible a job I have to 
find her, now with the military involved. "No! I cant give up! I 
wont! I've faced troubled times before and through hard word, come 
out on top. I will do it again!" I think assuredly as I stand up, 
looking down at the planet below. 

"Well this's no time for moping..." I mutter softly as I begin to 
stretch calmly in preparations for working out. 

"Its only 1730.. I can get in afew reps before a quick shower. Who 
knows how long its been since I've had one..." I think, making abit 
of a face at the thought of not having showered in weeks. 

Over the next 15 minutes I stretch thoroughly to make sure I don't 
get sore after then I begin warming up with some jogging on the spot, 
jumping jacks and shadow boxing, which involves kicks, punches and 
some light footwork a€" all to get my heart pumping and my body 
warmed up. 

Then at 1721 I begin my reps of leg lifts, squats, one and two handed 
push ups then finally situps. 

I squeeze out the last situp before flopping onto my back, panting 
hard, but with a satisfied smirk on my face. 

"Damn... I'm out for who knows how long and it all goes to shit..." I 

laugh abit at myself due to the fact this took me a lot more effort 

to do then it had in the past, 10 reps of each would've been no 

trouble, but now it was. Once I've caught my breath I getup off the 

floor and look at the time. 

"Fuck!" I curse and strip down quickly, jumping into the shower 
without hesitation where I barely let myself get wet before lathering 
up, all because when I look at the clock I see the time is 17:50! 
(Remember, dinner's at 18:00... ). 

It doesn't take me very long to fully wash myself, my hair and dry 
off, with practised ease. I brush my hair with a brush I found in 
there, then tie it back with my hair tie before wrapping the towel 
around myself then step out to pickup the clothes I'd tossed 



haphazardly onto the bed when I stripped them off. I press the button 
on the command panel on the door to open it then I step out when it 
opens. I pause surprised when I see a woman looking over the messily 
strewn about clothes on the bed for a moment until I step out then 
she looks at me. 

"Your clean fatigues are on the desk. Don't doddle." she orders 
before leaving the room and waiting out in the hall. I stand 
straighten and snap promptly. 

"Yes Ma'am." before she fully leaves then I quickly jump into action, 
putting the clean clothes on as quickly as I can manage then I begin 
lacing the boots quickly. I fold the old outfit neatly then lay it on 
the bed. 

"That woman was big... Larger than any marine I know... Special 
forces possibly. Or maby the requirements for marines are higher then 
in the past.." I wonder as I quickly dress. I pull the tie out and 
begin braiding my hair once I've fully dressed then step out braiding 
my hair. 

"Not bad." I hear a man comment as I look to him, still braiding my 
crimson dyed hair. 

"Hm?" I muse curiously noticing the stopwatch in his hand with slight 
confusion and surprise. 

"Hmm..." the man muses before letting out a low impressed whistle as 
I tie up the end of my hair, looking at him abit curiously. The woman 
looks into the room, seeming to inspect it then gives the man a 
slight nod. 

"Alright Kid, how'd you pull that off?" he grunts suspiciously while 
I fuss over my uniform's neatness a little before answering. 

"My father sir. He pushed me to get ready on the drop of a hat." I 
answer simply. 

"A military brat eh? Alright, come along." he orders walking down the 
hall. I open my mouth to correct him but I stop as I think to 
myself . 

"Should I correct him?..." I wonder as I follow quietly alongside 
him . 

"So in what branch did your father serve?" He asks in a somewhat 
friendly manor, slightly glancing at me as we walk. 

"Oh well... guess I should." I think to myself before 
responding . 

"Actually sir, my father didn't serve. He was just very strict." I 
explain politely looking at him as he looks at me curiously with his 
brown eyebrows raised slightly. He looks me over lightly then returns 
his gaze forward. 

"It certainly shows." he comments offhanded. 

"So where did you get your build from? Your father or your mother?" 
he inquires resuming the friendly chatter after a pause. 



"My father." I respond once again very simply. 

"Not much've a conversationalist are you?" he chuckles slightly, my 
guess a way to loosen me up. I stand a little straighten as I walk 
and look at him calmly. 

"Well sir, I don't mind a good chat. But considering I'm in very 
unfamiliar territory, alone and frankly have no clue to what I'm in 
or how deep. I'd prefer to play my cards close to my chest or right 
out of my shirt. So, pardon my quietness and undetailed responses." I 
bow my head politely as he stops walking, looking at me in a silent 
and stoic manor for afew tense seconds. 

Then a broad amused smile spreads across his face before he pats me 
on the shoulder warmly. 

"Well kid, those 're some sharp poker skills you have. But don't worry 
so much, the military isn't as bad as you were probably taught." he 
chuckles, doing his best to banish the worries I mentioned before 
beginning to walk again. We turn down the hall into a busier part of 
the corridor where I read "Mess Hall" above a set of two 
doors . 

"Yes, I realize that now. Hence why I was planning on enlisting, but 
due to my physiology its been a real pain to put on the required 
weight." I speak calmly as we enter through one of the doors into the 
bustling room. 

"Oh?" he muses as we fall into line and he hands me a food tray 
calmly . 

"Well just eat a lot of carbs . " He shrugs simply which makes me grin 
abit, trying not to laugh. 

"I didn't just get my height from my father but his fast metabolism 
too. I burn off most of the calories that I eat." I say as I gently 
take the tray calmly. 

"Ah! So that's why your so scrawny." he jokes giving my left bicep 
abit of a squeeze and I chuckle. 

"Well my frame has its benefits. I'm quite nimble and agile so being 
thin helps. I was tough to tag for touch football, capture the flag 
or dodge ball." I boast a little. 

"Sounds like a good challenge." he smirks while showing me how the 
food machines work. 

"I was always happy to play for the team that chose me." I say calmly 
as I put the chosen food on my tray neatly. 

"I bet you were a top pick eh?" he chuckles abit. 

"Actually no. I was one of the last to be picked and was stuck 
sitting out sometimes." I shrug simply and politely offer the woman 
still with us an apple. I wait a moment before she gently takes it 
with a polite nod. 

"Damn... Well that wont happen here." he says before walking off to 



find a table, with me in tow calmly, both of us carrying our 
trays . 

He goes for some empty spots on a busy table but I instead follow the 
woman to a quieter area calmly. The man finally notices and yelps 
"Ack! Hay!" before scrambling over as we both sit down as I giggle. 

He catches up then slides in beside me quickly. 

"Very funny..." he grumbles abit making me laugh a little. 

"I thought marines were supposed to be alert and observant, sir?" I 
look at him abit wryly, poking fun right back at him. 

"Oh har har." he smirks as I begin eating calmly. After afew moments 
of silence he speaks up, again trying to continue the 
conversation . 

"So, What kind of hobbies do you have?" he asks as some others come 
over and sit down. 

"Well that's going to be a long list a€" you sure you wana know? Its 
been known to scare some people off." I smile as I continue eating 
calmly. He pauses slightly, mid bite before nodding. 

"It can't be that scary. You seem like a nice enough kid, how bad 
could they be." he shrugs before one of his comrades laugh, obviously 
overhearing . 

"Famous last words man." they laugh and slap him on the back. 

"Yeah yeah.." he grumbles, brushing some food off his cheek as I 
snicker a little. I finish off the main bit of food I chose before 
looking at him calmly, ready to answer his question. 

"Well... Where would you like me to start?" I scratch my head abit 
embarrassed. He looks at me curiously while eating a mouthful of 
food . 

"Well we started with games... What others do you like playing?" he 
says, after swallowing the mouthful of food. 

"Well, you know three... There's the 100 meter dash. Relay, Soccer 
a€" though usually as a goalie, since I usually wind up tripping over 
myself or doing nothing useful out in the field. Going from there, 
there's Hunting, Fishing, Target shooting. Archery, Swimming, Hiking, 
Camping..." I start off, but he interrupts me with a polite hand 
wave . 

"You weren't kidding on the long list..." he laughs a little and I 
smile warmly. 

"No point in lying, I don't have the memory for it." I smirk 
simply . 

"So you're the outdoorsy type eh?" He says abit amused and I smile 
abit . 

"Its nice out in the parks and forests. A quiet beauty unmatched by 
anything we could create." I say quietly, not thinking about my 
words, which I quickly regret saying, since it lets in on too much 



about myself but I figure since I've blabbed already there's not too 
much harm in it now. I look over my apple carefully before biting 
into it. 

"Ahh well put.. So you mentioned you wanted to enlist, any ideas as 
what?" he asks while eating calmly, seeming more thoughtful. 

I find it abit strange the woman hasn't spoken but I can only guess 
shes there as an observer possibly. 

"A medic. I've always had the interest in it and some skill or luck 
with helping cuts heal and getting rid of colds or infections." I 
smile abit fondly as I think of my friends back home. 

"Ahh so you know just the right places to touch to make someone feel 
good huh?" he insinuates making me laugh and a couple of the marines 
nearby snicker as they eat. "Sargent..." the woman speaks warningly 
to the man. 

"It was an obvious joke. And yes you could say that in both the 
insinuated fashion and non. But I'm not a sex therapist so take those 
issues elsewhere." I smile wryly. 

"Ha ha! So what kind of education on medicine do you have?" he asks 
as afew of the marines laugh some more. 

"And what is your interest in healing people? Where or when did it 
start for you?" he adds as I finish the apple. 

"Interests...? Like the methods, healing practices or why I have the 
interest?" I ask in return, finding his question to be abit 
vague . 

"All of them." he finally says after a short silence while eating his 
food. I can't help the amused smirk on my lips as I nod 
understandingly once. 

"Alright then. Well to start I always had the interest in how the 
body worked and how to fix things, mechanical and biological. I could 
take apart almost anything I could get a hold of then put it back 
together still in working order, mechanically . Though that's why dad 
kept his tools out of my reach when I was little." I smile abit, 
sipping the tea I chose as my drink. 

"Sounds like a your a regular trouble maker. Go on." he says, seeming 
now more like a military person as I would expect rather then a 
' normal joe ' . 

"Yes I am." I joke back before continuing. 

"Then as I got older I had many hobby's and interests, but medicine 
has always lingered. As has my nack for taking apart things. As I 
started working like any normal teen, I began carrying many things in 
my bags, but one common thing has always been a small first aid kit. 
When I turned 19 I decided to start researching a good career for 
myself, what I could do day in and day out and not get bored, or sick 
and bloody tired of it. But actually want to drag myself out of bed 
to goto it. Mechanics and Medicine were the top two." I explain 
simply honest before once again taking a sip of my tea, also giving 
him time to assimilate what I've said. 



"Medicine and Mechanics... Sounds like an interesting mix. But it 
also sounds like you wouldn't be able to tell a carburetor from a 
drive shaft." he says smoothly trying to catch me off guard. I just 
smile to myself amused at such a simple tactic. 

"That's some old school mechanics your talking about. Late 20th 
century I think was the last time those kind of vehicles were 
produced. Though I usually slept through history or just skipped all 
together." I shrug, smiling abit as he half looks at me from the 
corner of his eye. His eyes scream that hes thinking about something 
and hard, but I don't know what until he speaks. 

"What school did you goto?" He suddenly asks seeming more interested 
and I smile now openly amused. 

"You sure you want me to list them all? I don't think we have enough 
time." I chuckle abit. 

"Move a lot?" he asks, changing tone slightly as I finish off my 
food . 

"No. Just a couple times. But I was bounced around schools a lot 
because my father didn't like how this teacher or person was doing 
their job and didn't want me there. Or I wasn't participating enough 
or just skipping classes. So he would move me to another school to 
see if that would get me going back to class. Or the latter, the 
schools would recommend alternate schools, with 'smaller' classes so 
I would get more help with my work. All of those were nice ideas but 
didn't do anything except frustrate me. Cause it never solved the 
root problem. The bullying." I shrug simply. 

"At your size you were bullied?" he blinks surprised as he finishes 
the last of his food then stands up and I follow him to the spot 
where he shows me how to deal with my tray. 

"Yes. Size doesn't matter when they have numbers. But it may have 
been a factor that none of them ever tried to fight me physically. I 
used to be quite passive and quiet generally. So it makes me scratch 
my head on why they would be so intense with verbal and emotional 
bullying but not step upto physical... I have little doubts they 
would've won back then considering my gentle demeanour.." I scratch 
my head abit as I follow him from the mess hall promptly. 

"So your saying your harmless?" he smirks abit mischievously towards 
me as we step into the hall. 

"I doubt it. Though I've never had the right motivation to cause a 
person any harm. I would rather heal someone then harm them." I look 
at him calmly with abit of a dismissive shrug. He nods abit 
understandingly . 

"So, would you like a tour?" he asks, suddenly changing the topic. I 
perk up immediately squeaking abit too excitedly. 

"Really!?" I look at him in much the same way as a child would as if 
having been asked the same thing. He looks at me abit taken aback but 
then chuckles amused. 


"First time on a military vessel?" he asks and I smile abit 



sheepishly as he begins walking. I hop into step with him abit more 
perked up. 

"Actually its my first time being out of North America let alone off 
the planet entirely." I explain honestly as we walk down the hall 
with the woman still following us, but this time afew paces further 
back then before. 

"Its all so interesting and amazing. Pictures rarely can capture the 
view from our own eyes." I muse thoughtfully as I look around the 
hall curiously. 

"You sound like you know your way around a camera. Photographer? Or 
model?" he inquires curiously as we walk calmly down the 
hallway . 

"Photography actually. I never modelled." I answer calmly, still 
looking around abit casually. 

"Another hobby. Hm. Well since we never finished that list, what are 
some of your other hobbies?" he asks simply as I smile 
mischievously . 

"Quid pro quo. I think its about time you tell me something about 
yourself rather then me go on all the time on myself." I state 
smoothly . 

"It only seems fair if you have a turn sometime." I giggle 
abit . 

"Good point. So what did you want to know?" he asks with a 
chuckle . 

"Well how about your name? For starters." I cross my arms abit. 

"You know mine." I look at him abit flatly. 

"And how do you figure I know your name?" he asks me slyly and I 
smile gently pointing to the badge on the uniform that has my name on 
it . 

"Case ' n ' point . " I smile amused then look at him 
stubbornly . 

"Alright, so whats your name?" I look at him flatly, though in a 
playful manor. 

"Smith. John smith." he says simply and I point to his last name on 
his uniform. 

"Your a shitty liar Mr. Larson." I smile amused at his surprised 
expression . 

"Alright alright, you got me. Its Jayson Larson" he waves his hands 
in a motion of surrender as I giggle a little. 

"Do you mind if I ask a personal question?" I look at him abit more 
seriously, but making sure to seem that its just my idle curiosity 
with my tone, posture and expression. "I dunnoooo . What is it?" he 
asks and I smile abit. 



"Well I was wondering, why you enlisted into the military?" I tilt my 
head abit quizzically. But that simple expression changes when he 
stops, mid-stride and looks at me a lot more seriously then before. I 
blink sincerely confused at how such a simple question would result 
in such a serious response from him. We stare at one another for a 
tense 30 seconds before he sighs tiredly. 

"Your a lot more intelligent then you let on Miss West." He says 
coolly before resuming the previous pace down the hall. 

"Thank you. But I don't see how such a simple question would make you 
think that." I look at him curiously, following along beside 
him . 

"Your obvious knowledge of how to word things. Your also mindful or 
your body language to suit your needs, though I've seen you slip up 
afew times and forget. Which makes it all the harder to pin down what 
kind of person you really are, or whether its all just apart of your 
acting." he explains more seriously. 

"Thank you...?" I shrug abit lightly. 

"However your wrong about the mind game. I prefer checkers over 
chess. Especially when its with far more experienced players. I'm 
honest because I really don't do well with tact or guile. So being 
honest yes does cause trouble but at least I wont be caught in a 
lie." I smile lightly. 

"And please don't assume anything about me or anything for that 
matter. It never works out too well as I've seen." I warn politely. I 
pause and look around a little when I feel a tremor through the 
flooring . 

"Is that normal?" I look between the two confused. The man and woman 
exchange glances then finally sighs heavily. 

"Its nothing to worry about. Come along. We were ordered to test your 
fitness levels and run a bunch of tests." he explains abit grumpily 
before continuing down the hall. 

"Okie dokie." I chirp happily, following after him happily. 

The rest of the walk is fairly silent so I occupy myself with looking 
around, examining the structures and build of the hallways quite 
contently during the "tour" of the ship. 

As we walk I log each twist and turn in my usual map of how to get 
place to place, making sure to pick out unique stationary objects as 
markers as we go. 

"So what is so interesting about the halls?" the man grumbles abit 
quietly as we walk to a short corridor where at the end of which is a 
door that is guarded by two rather unpleasant looking marines in full 
gear . 

"As I said before I've never been off my home planet. Let alone seen 
anything asides images of the outside of a commercial ship. The 
construction is very interesting." I look at him abit annoyed when 
I've already explained I've never been off Earth before. 



"And if you insinuate I'm a rebel I'll belt you." I cross my arms, 
noting his obvious shift which tells me he was just about to. He 
smirks in a slightly challenging manor, with his body language 
mirroring his voice and following words. 

"Well... Aren't you?" he looks at me with that smug grin. I am about 
to snarl back but I check the response and instead just shake my head 
tensely . 

"No I am not." I answer very pointedly. 

"Well you were living with a group of them!" he snarls and I barely 

hold myself back from slugging him as I step in and put my nose close 

to his. 

"Look buster. I had no idea until you just told me. Had I known I 

would've said or done something to turn them in myself. I don't 

tolerate people like them. Murder is still murder - no matter your 
reasons for it. And..." I snarl warningly before stepping back, once 
I've gotten a hold of myself again. 

But that's only visibly. 

Just as I plant my right foot back slightly, I narrowly duck and 
dodge the woman as she jumps in to try and stop me from my next 
manoeuvre . 

I dart in and bring my left fist up with all my strength, knowing if 
I'm going to make my point I will have to do my best to put all I 
have into it. I drive it up and pray I don't hurt either of us too 
bad or get in too much trouble as it connects with a hard smacking 
sound, making his teeth clack together and his head to whip back. He 
recovers quickly enough as the woman sighs heavily, seeming 
disappointed with this display. 

"I don't make threats I don't intend on fulfilling." I finish before 
hopping abit and flailing my hand sorely. 

"Owl" I nurse my throbbing hand as he rubs his jaw sorely, looking 
quite surprised, the guards however just stay at their posts, but I 
think I hear a quiet snicker from their direction. 

"Anyone tell you that you hit like a girl?" he asks, while rubbing 
his jaw abit and I look at him sharply, as there's more definite 
snickering from down the hall, which quickly stops when the woman 
glances down there. 

"No shit Sherlock! Last I checked **I am a girl**!" I spit while 
rubbing my sore hand tenderly. He looks at me for a half second 
seeming to be processing something before chuckling a little. 

"You must've not connected properly then." he says, letting his hand 
drop to his side and I notice the bit of swelling starting on his 
jaw . 

"Where 'd you learn moves like that?" he asks curiously, stepping 
closer, more relaxed. 


"I watch alot of movies..." I shrug abit simply. 



"Surprisingly or not, no one ever tried to fight me when I was 
younger. Even though I had doormat on my forehead." I shrug abit as I 
examine my hand a little to see what damage I did. 

"I find that honestly hard to believe from how well you slid past my 
cohort and nailed me in the jaw. Quite hard mind you." he admits and 
I shrug. 

"Beginners luck. I learned the moves dodging people then the attack 
manoeuvre from movies. I just think it was luck that I pulled it off 
and the fact you didn't expect it." I smile abit, still nursing my 
hand. The woman gently takes my wrist and gives my hand a cursory 
check over then lets my hand go and nods to the man 
calmly . 

"Nothings broken." she says and I look at her calmly. 

"Good. Do you think you could do the physical tests with your hand 
like that?" he asks, turning my attention to him quickly. 

"Yup." I snap promptly. 

"Alright then, follow me and we will begin." he orders simply, 
beginning to the ominous doorway with the two guards on either side 
of it. I follow after him but give the woman a half confused glance 
when after afew steps I notice she's not following us, like she has 
been the entire time. 

She motions for me to continue on and I nod once then follow the man 
into the room, that has some exercise equipment and other medical 
equipment as well, along with a table in a adjacent room. 

Almost immediately the evaluations and what I perceive as 
near-interrogation begins. Lasting over what feels like many many 
hours . 

Finally the whole thing ends and he tells me I can go back to my 
room, but there's a catch.. 

One final test. One of the marines is going to blindfold me then 
guide me to a certain spot in the ship where I then have to navigate 
the entire way to my quarters alone without assistance from them or 
anyone . 

I can't help the smirk as I agree, enjoying the thought of a 
challenge, where I'm allowed to wander around abit. 

The female marine seems to enjoy the whole idea herself as she puts 
the blindfold on me securely, then begins guiding me along through a 
maze of corridors, trips up and down on the lift then down one final 
corridor to where I guess the final stop is - the hanger of the 
ship . 

"Alright. Have fun..." she snickers removing the blindfold, obviously 
anticipating me to be wholly disoriented but I just stand there and 
let my eyes adjust. Then I give the area a quick surveil then nod to 
her politely. 


"I will. Thank you." I chirp pleasantly before walking off to the 



main lift shaft calmly much to her obvious surprise. 

I look over the command panel then press the proper button to summon 
the lift, which lights up signalling I've gotten it right. I wait 
patiently to it as it descends, stopping every so often to what I 
guess is let people on or off. From the amount of time it takes to 
get this level I gather I'm on a low deck of the ship. 

I stay just to the side as the doors open, making sure not to get in 
the way of anyone on board who may be coming off. I look inside the 
lift as I walk on, confirming with a slight smile to myself. 

"Yup its the same one.. Same marks on the handrail." I note, lightly 
running my fingers over the wear marks on the railing by the command 
panel. I look it over then sigh abit as I realize, I never saw what 
floor my room is on. 

"Aw hell..." I think to myself before I begin doing the "math" on 
which floor and carefully press one of the buttons as some marines 
pile onto the lift. I stand aside out of their way as one of their 
group hits the proper button for their floor and the doors 
close . 

Despite the knots in my stomach and throat I manage to keep myself 
from showing my nervousness outwardly as I look the panel over, 
recalculat ing and double-triple checking my calculations on which 
floor I'm to get off on. 

Halfway through my third check I hear one of the group bark at 
me . 

"Hey! Boot!" the mans voice breaks my concentrat ion but I realize he 
can't be talking to me - I'm no "Boot" which is slang for a recruit 
or someone in boot camp, neither of which I am. 

"I addressed you, you rude little half-pint!" he snarls, putting his 
hand on my shoulder and I turn to him calmly. I look at him and blink 
abit surprised when I see hes shorter then I am. 

"Who's he calling short?" I think amused, but make sure not to 
infuriate the man further by smiling at him. 

"Sorry, I did not realize you were addressing me. What is it that you 
wanted sir?" I question politely. 

"The hell do you think your doing?" He snarls, obviously trying to 
push his rank around. I tilt my head slightly confused by his 
question . 

"Sir? I'm going to my quarters." I respond simply. He reaches out and 
I stiffen somewhat, watching him carefully, ready to jump away or 
strike back if he hits me. But instead he gently lifts my braid and 
waves it abit in front of my face. 

"Then explain to me what makes you think you can go around with your 
hair 5 inches over regulation!" he snarls and I relax abit. 

"Oh that." I exhale relieved. 


"That's simple sir. I'm a civilian. My clothes are somewhere else at 



the moment and this was the attire I was provided. But thank you for 
taking the time to point out that my hair is too long. I'll keep it 
in mind if I decide to enlist." I smile politely as his cohorts begin 
snickering. I watch him, biding my time as the lift slows and the 
doors take their sweet time in opening. I bow politely, thankful I 
timed it just right to end my sentence as the doors open fully. 

"And this is my floor." I state politely before walking off the lift 
and down the hall. I look around as I walk down the hall, using all 
my senses to double check I've the right floor. 

In the meanwhile I hear the man's cohorts burst out laughing, bugging 
him a little about being told by a civilian - in a very polite way. I 
can't help but giggle myself as I walk down the hall out of earshot. 

I look around and note the hall's unique structures from earlier and 
smile happily. 

"Good... Right way." I continue leading myself back to my room 
calmly. I get back to the hallway where my room is and walk down the 
hall then stop in front of my door calmly. I gently enter the code to 
unlock the door and smile as it opens revealing my gamble paid 
of f . 

"Gotta love it." I grin satisfied as I walk into the semi-dark room, 
checking it for anyone else before closing the door. I strip from the 
uniform to my underwear then crawl into bed exhausted. 

I have some trouble getting to sleep at first as my head swims with 
everything I've learned, but I manage to calm it and put it to 
rest . 

I have the strange feeling that I had best take advantage of every 
minute of sleep I can get, because I'm going to need it for the 
challenging times ahead. 


4 . Chapter 4 

The next day I'm woken by the sound of the door opening and someone 
walking, well sneaking into the room. 

I listen to them move around the room for some moments, wondering why 
they haven't put the lights on or tried to wake me yet as any normal 
person usually would when entering my room unannounced. 

So I continue pretending to be asleep as I listen to them for the 
next few minutes before the mystery person opens the door then closes 
it after some shuffling. 

I wait for some minutes, listening very carefully for anything that 
would give away someone trying to hide in the room, breathing, the 
slight movement, etc. 

But I hear nothing but the background noise of the ship. 

So, satisfied I roll over and tiredly give the room a visual once 
over . 


But I see nothing that seems out of place or anyone trying to hide so 
I grunt tiredly then snuggle into my pillow tiredly and dose back 



of f . 


During my sleep I have many pleasant dreams about my home, and loved 
ones, especially my sister Siorai. 

One of which is about the time I spent with her in Walla walla when 
her mother took us to the park there. 

We had been sitting on the grass enjoying the lovely warm day and 
cool breeze and Siorai had been talking to her brother on her cell 
phone, who was calling on some time off of his work in the US Navy, 
until she suddenly said "Heres Rose!" then shoved the phone into my 
hands and took off running while giggling mischievously as I sat 
their in shock. 

"H-Hello?" I began the conversation, blushing abit embarrassed and I 
spoke with him for afew seconds before I took after her growling 
playfully . 

"Siroaaaaaaaiii ! " I cried as I chased after her while trying to hold 
some kind of conversation with her brother on the phone while he 
laughed . 

I was never able to get close to my fleet footed sibling. 

We had the game of chase all over the park for a good while, laughing 
and playing like a couple care-free kids, while I talked with her 
brother as best I could. He seemed very amused by the whole incident, 
even laughing openly at the comical game of chase he was missing out 
on watching. 

Finally after about the third lap around the park its time for him to 
go so we say our goodbyes and I hang up, finally catching upto her at 
the duck pond, where she is standing with her back to me. 

I pant with my hands on my knees, bent over for a short time as I 
catch my breath. 

We are both silent for a time, until I hear her sniffle and mutter 
something hopelessly. The background noise and edges of the dream 
turn darker and darker until its a creeping blackness, as I walk over 
and tenderly put my hand on her shoulder. 

"What is the matter little sister?" I inquire compassionately. 

I look down at her gently, but because her head is hung I can't see 
her face. 

I become concerned for her when I see some tears drop into the dark 
water at our feet. "Rose... ~Sniffle~ Where... Are you?" her words 
and the sound of her tears echo in the darkness hollowly. 

I grab her shoulders and pull her to me in a warm, comforting 
embrace . 

As I hold her I coo comfortingly "Oni. I'm here. I'm, right, here, my 
sister. Please don't cry... I'm here now." I say, doing my best to 
comfort her with my reassuring words. 

I watch as she lifts her head and looks at me, tears still sliding 



down her cheeks. "Sister.. Rose?" she says carefully in disbelief and 
I smile warmly, gently using my hand to wipe her tears away. 

I nod conf irmingly , smiling at her warmly as her face lights up a 
little . 

But before either of us can say anything further, the darkness closes 
in and I feel her pulled from my grip. 

The last I hear of her voice is it calling out my name. 

But its too late, she's gone from me once more before I can fight and 
help her. 

I look down at my hands as my frustration and anger grows, amidst the 
wash of powerlessness, hope and failure - not having been able to 
stop that darkness from separating us when she needs me. 

"GOD DAMNITALL!" I cry out angrily as I drop to my knees and pound my 
fists into the floor with all my might with one mighty strike. 

I cry out as I slam them down, releasing all the emotions in one 
go . 

Suddenly the room lights up and a strange symbol materializes in 
front of me slowly. 

I look over each curve and detail of the design, burning it into my 
memory for what feels like forever. 

Suddenly once its details are totally engrained upon my mind and 
memory it begins to glow brighter and brighter until my eyes are 
forced to close or risk being blinded. 

But the light keeps growing until I have to cover my face as 
well . 

After some time I feel the light become bearable and carefully 
uncover my face, then wait as my eyes adjust to the light filtering 
through my eyelids before opening my eyes carefully. 

"Do you always fall out of bed in the middle of the night?" I hear a 
woman's voice ask me curiously, slightly amused. 

I grumble abit tiredly and begin to sit up, finding out I'm not in 
bed but rather on the floor like she said. 

"Guess its a good thing I didn't sleep on the top bunk last night..." 
I look up at it as I mutter abit jokingly while the still vivid dream 
replays in my head. 

"Are you alright? I heard the thud." she inquires seeming abit 
concerned as I untangle myself from my clingy blanket. 

"Yup." I chirp, still half asleep. 

"That looks like a nasty bruise on your leg..." she says, kneeling 
beside me as I get myself partially untangled. 


I look curiously as the spot, noticing the 4" sized dark purple 



bruise on my leg. 


I finish unwrapping myself and toss the bundle up onto the bed and 
begins to check it carefully, wondering how I could've gotten 
something like that. 

"Hm, guess it happened when I rolled out of bed." I shrug abit and 
stand up, despite her carefully helping me. 

"Are you sure your not hurt elsewhere?" she asks seeming somewhat 
concerned and I smile warmly. "Yup. These things do happen." I giggle 
lightly before I begin to put my clothes on. 

As I pick my pants up I notice the package on my desk. 

"Okay, well I best get going. Don't fall out of bed no more." she 
says warmly and I laugh abit as I pull my pants on, falling backwards 
onto the bed with a squeak which makes her laugh a little. I hear the 
door open as I slip my pants on and sit up. 

"Thank you for your concern!" I say thankfully before she closes the 

door behind her. 

Once the door closes, I jump into action, throwing my uniform on then 
I begin rummaging around the whole room for some paper and pencil or 
anything to write with. After what seems like 30 minutes of searching 
I find a pad and pen hiding in the desk. Then I sit down and over the 
next four hours pour all my focus into drawing the design I last saw 
in my dream. 

I methodically draw the design with little of my focus on anything 
else, as a result I don't notice the person enter the room hours into 

it and stand nearby me, watching me work silently until I finish. 

I lift my head and exhale finally once I've finished the careful 
drawing, rubbing my neck sorely. 

"So. What is it?" I hear the voice of the first person I'd met here 
ask me. 

I jump clear out of the chair and land flat on my back shocked, my 
heart thumping loudly in my ears. 

"Ugh... Thanks for the heart check..." I joke a little, holding my 
hand over my pounding heart as I lay on the floor stunned. 

It takes me afew moments to settle down before I get up, watching her 
pick up the pad as she looks over what I'd slaved over so diligently, 
a serious and contemplative look on her face. 

I understandingly get to work making my bed as she quietly examines 
the drawing, guessing she knows something about it. 

Just before I fully finish with my bed she speaks again, repeating 
her previous question. "So... What is it?" she asks, leaning against 
the bit of wall by the desk, between the window and the desk itself, 
looking at me over the top of the notepad. 

I quietly continue my work, more methodical with my movements. 
"Ma'am... Do you have any family? Or someone you love more then 



anything else?" I ask as I neatly finish making the bed and stand, 
looking out the window to the planet below. 

"What does it matter?" she returns my question, lowering the notepad 
a little more, looking at me puzzled. 

I look down slightly, remembering my youth as the empty and painful 
emotions come back to me. "I never did. My blood kin didn't love me. 
Nor did they even want me - another mouth to feed. As it was put." I 
exhale deeply to calm my emotions before I look at her. "Yes.. I have 
family... But I seem to be missing your point." she admits, relaxing 
somewhat . 

I smile lightly and look at her calmly. "I was in my early teens when 
I met a girl years younger then me on a role play forum. She was cold 
logic, truthful - whether you wanted it or not her honesty was there. 
Her wit was sharp as was her drive. If you knew something that she 
wanted or was told to get - she got it. I got the feeling she'd just 
as soon smile at you as cut your throat or rip your tongue out, with 
the same amount of emotion - none. Her intelligence was truly 
surprising - I found someone who I could hold a intelligent 
conversation with and who did not treat me like an imbecile if I 
didn't understand. But would rather give me the facts to educate 
myself rather then give me the answers or her own views on a topic. A 
truly deadly and dangerous person. But somehow I got beyond that and 
I managed to unearth what lay below that deadly exterior, a deadly 
person within but also fiercely loyal, loving and hurt person. She 
was lost, just like me... Together in the role play forum 'The Empire 
of the Dragons' we became closer friends. Until the fateful day the 
empire crumbled. I'm not sure how we went from me being "Scarey 
lady..." about her to us being close friends. But we did. It was a 
couple years later that we finally met. I spent a month with her and 
her parents one summer. Those days I will never forget and always 
cherish for the rest of my life. I have never in my entire life felt 
I belonged or had someone I could totally rely upon. With her - I 
do." I explain honestly, a knot forming in my throat as I try to keep 
the emotions from welling up. 

"I don't see your whole point..." she says, looking at me abit 
puzzled but curious. 

"She and I have a connection to one another. A kind of sibling bond 
beyond blood relation. The best I can describe it is, love. But not 
in a romantic sense... Its difficult to explain the connect ion . . . " I 
scratch my head abit, and glance out the window thoughtfully. 

"So... Your connected. Wait... Are you saying you think she's here 
and this is a clue to find her?" she says suddenly making me look to 
her surprised for a moment then I smile happily. 

"Yes! Exactly! My sister is here in this era as well. And that 
drawing is a clue to where she is. I feel like shes in trouble 
somewhere..." I look out the window again thoughtfully. 

"I have to find her..." I mutter softly, noticing her shift. 

"What makes you think you could find her?" she says, obviously 
doubting my capabilities. 


I can't help but sigh lightly and nod in agreement. "Your right, I 



have no mode of transport, weapons, very limited knowledge of this 
era's technologies, limited funds, and only a vague dream with that 
drawing as my only clue to find her. I will admit it could all be in 
my head, a waste of time, with alot stacked against my success if she 
really is here." I say, looking at the planet quietly for a 
moment . 

"But, shes my family. All I have left. I will do everything in my 
power to find and help her. Wild idea or not. Giving up, stopping or 
abandoning those I care for when they need me are not in my 
vocabulary. Yes it may get me hurt or even killed. But I'm reckless, 
stubborn and fiercely loyal too." I look at her and smile abit 
wryly . 

She nods once understanding then goes back to looking the drawing 
over quietly, more serious this time. But to me it seems she is doing 
more then just examining the drawing but thinking hard on something 
else. As such she is silent for a good while - least it feels that 
way until she finally speaks. 

"May I borrow this?" she asks with such a simplicity it surprises me 
a little but I quickly shake it off and nod. 

"Go ahead." I reply promptly, having some hope what comes of this, 
may work in my favour to finding her. 

She nods and stands up properly from my chair. "I will tell you 
something as well. The military isn't known for letting people off on 
wild goose chases, nor supporting 'feelings', no matter how 
vehemently you may believe in their legitimacy. They also may not let 
you leave either." she warns me before walking from the room as my 
eyes follow her, examining her fluid movements. 

"Shes strong... Hm. . . Most definitely Special Operations... But not 
ODST... Something... Better..." I think to myself as I watch her 
leave . 

She closes and locks the door behind herself with the rhythmic clicks 
of the six locks dropping into place and I smile abit amused, that 
she has to follow such an odd procedure - especially when I've 
deciphered the code. 

I shake my head a little then run my fingers over my hair and exhale 
tiredly before walking over to the container on my desk. 

I notice there is a letter neatly sitting on the top of the container 
so I move in a little closer to inspect it. 

I notice some writing on the front so I gently pick it up "Astrum." 
so neatly written on the front of the letter it immediately perks my 
curiosity . 

I pull the chair out then sit down calmly flipping the letter over to 
open it . 

I carefully open the envelope and take the letter out which I unfold 
and begin to read. 


Miss West 



Inside the curious looking box which as been delivered to you are the 
items of your possession which we cannot use to accurately determine 
your claims or that require no further testing towards that same 
end . 

Enjoy the puzzle. 

I cant help but admire the neatness of the handwriting for a time 
after reading the short letter. 

But afterwards I look at the box and sigh once again tiredly before 
neatly folding then replacing the letter back into the envelope. 

I put the letter aside then slide the box closer to myself before 
beginning to carefully examine it. 

Its two hours before I finally finish with my curiosity and begin to 
disassemble the box with practised ease. Though I do come upon the 
odd snag. But manage to eventually get around it or 
untangled . 

Inside I find what items the person had meant in the rather strange 
and anonymous letter. 

Of my things I find inside: 

>1 Stainless steel matte finish pocket watch<p> 

1 Pair of light blue denim boot cut jeans 

2 Woman's sleeveless t-shirts one black and one gray 
1 Button up shirt blue, brown, gold vertical stripes 
1 Brown suede leather jacket with silk lining 

1 Green jade rabbit on a red silk string 
1 Pair of black converse runners 
1 Pair of black socks 

On top of that I find some modern documentation and ID cards with my 
name and picture on them. 

"Quite strange" I initially think before I notice something off with 
my pocket watch - the back isn't on tight. 

So I gently pick it up and gently push to snap it back into place but 
oddly it wont budge. It feels like something is obstructing it so I 
use my nails and pry the back off to reveal a strange computer chip 
that has been hidden on the inside of the watch. 

"Hmm. . . Tracking device?" I murmur thoughtfully to myself as I 
examine the piece. 

I eventually figure out how its been placed inside the watch then 
carefully with my nails removes it from the watch housing and sets it 
on the desk before closing up the back of the watch carefully. 

"It does seem abit big for a tracking device, even of my era... It 



looks like its apart of something... But why so deliberately 
placed..." I sit back in the chair and ponder silently. Eventually I 
decide to look for other pieces so I begin searching through 
everything, my clothes, the box itself, right down to my entire room. 
I do find more pieces, one in the hem of my pants, another from 
inside my sock, another from my shoe and one oddly enough from inside 
the right jacket pocket of my leather jacket. 

I look at the five devices lain out on my desk neatly and wonder what 
they could be singularly after I've finished searching. 

"This was all too easy... There has to be more to this... Just five 
devices... It couldn't have been a mistake on their placement..." I 
ponder over the whole thing for awhile, going over different anagrams 
and other tricks or puzzles on what this all could be or why it was 
placed in with my things as I sit back down in the chair. 

Suddenly it hits me like a lightning bolt. 

"Its the pieces of one device! Not five single devices!" I realize 
suddenly and look at the pieces, picking up the piece I found in the 
back of my watch and I look it over more carefully. 

"Aha!" I mutter and gently pick up the piece I found in the hem of my 
pants - a small computer chip like device which I gently slide into a 
slot in the middle of this odd device and to my surprise and elation, 
it fits perfectly! 

I test fit each of the remaining pieces with the 'main' piece but 
only manage to fit one more over the next half hour. 

I sigh abit and stand up from the chair deciding to stretch out some 
of the tension in my muscles while I think. 

As I stretch I pause every few minutes to try a new combination and 
manage to fit the last separate pieces with each other not with the 
main piece. By the end of my stretches I decide to pause a moment on 
the puzzle and put my things away neatly. 

So I carefully put my clothes away, doing my best to keep the room as 
neat and organized as I had found it. 

The only thing I do put on is my jade rabbit which I neatly tuck 
under my uniform. 

After I've made sure everything is away I pick the two device pieces 
up in my hands and look them over carefully for afew moments then 
carefully slide the pieces together, going on a feeling that it may 
work . 

But just as I'm about to 'lock' them in place the door suddenly opens 
and I yelp a little, fumbling with the device before finally catching 
it - whole mind you, in my hands. 

"Oh! I'm sorry. Wrong room..." the all too familiar male voice 
apologizes then the person closes the door just as I jump to my feet 
in surprise and confusion. 

"That... Was... No... It couldn't be...!" I mutter and stride over to 
the door where I open it and poke my head out into the hall, looking 



down the hall towards the mess hall then up the hall - where I spot a 
very confused and lost looking young man walking along the hall a 
good ways up. 

I step out into the hall as a elated smile spreads across my 
face . 

"It is him!" I think before jogging off down the hall after him, 
until I'm in earshot. "Austin!" I cry as I jog closer to him. 

He stops walking and stiffens up nervously then turns around 
obviously nervous of what or who is calling him. I slow to a calm 
walk as he turns to me and his expression changes from nervous to one 
of familiarity, but still lost on who I am. 

I walk over to him and stop, trying to keep my silly grin under 
control as I patiently wait for him to say something 

"Y..yes ma'am? I'm sorry but I happened to have forgotten where my 
quarters are... I must've wand he begins to explain apologetically 
and I laugh. 

"Have you forgotten me so quickly?" I put my hands on my hips and 
look at him still smiling. "Rose?...?!" He suddenly sputters in shock 
as it hits him and I nod, smiling more. 

"That's better. If you call me Ma'am one more time I woulda ruffled 
your neatly combed hair bub.." I scold as he relaxes then practically 
drags me off my feet when he drags me into a hug. 

I can feel him tremble slightly and I smile warmly, in my usual 
motherly manor then comfortingly hugs him back. 

"Its nice to finally meet you too." I coo softly as I hold 
him. 

"What ' re you doing here? How'd you wind up here too? Who else is 
here? Is Oni here?" he asks in rapid succession and I smile 
knowingly . 

"How about we go to my room and talk where its not so... Public." I 
giggle a little and gently let him go, putting my arm over his 
shoulders . 

"Sounds good..." he nods and we both begin walking. 

"Yanno, its nice to see a familiar face once again." I smile calmly, 
removing my arm from his shoulders calmly. 

"Yeah..." he agrees, obviously thinking about something. 

"Oh thanks... That makes me feel real loved..." I poke his arm gently 
and he looks at me abit surprised, noting my fake pouting 
expression . 

"Wait I... Oh very funny... You know what I mean..." he grumbles and I 
smile, pushing the button to open the door to my room with a 
grin . 


"Yes I do." I motion for him to go first and he looks at me puzzled 



when I don't just go inside. 


"Its your room..." he looks at me, meaning I should be the one to go 
first and I grin wryly. 

"Ladies first." I smirk and he smiles abit then curtsies politely, 
responding in the most feminine way he can manage. 

"Oh why thank you kind Sir!" he snickers and I laugh warmly. 

"Your welcome M'lady." I answer then we both begin laughing as he 
closes the door. "You did that too well." I laugh as I sit down on my 
bed, secreting the device under my pillow calmly before motioning for 
him to have a seat in the desk chair. 

"Guess I'm just a natural." he flicks his hand in a mocking 
effeminate manor and I laugh abit as he takes seat in the desk 
chair . 

"That you are." I joke, chuckling abit. "Anyways, back to business. 

To answer your questions: I don't know how I got here. I don't know 
who else we know is here, your the first person I've met. And I feel 
that Oni is here. Also I was... Brought here by the UNSC when they 
raided the house I was staying at... Apparently they had been 
watching me for quite some time and planted a mole into the group who 
raised the flag to have me brought in when enough information had 
been gathered. I don't know where this all leads but I'm sure its 
going to be to paperwork towards our enlistment or if we refuse, 
incarcerat ion or possibly getting locked up in a cryo stasis unit." I 
shrug a little and look at him. 

"So how'd you get _here_?" he asks confused and I smile abit 
faintly . 

"I fell asleep at the buss stop and woke up on a concrete divider on 
the side of the road by a policeman, who let me know what year it 
was... I've been here for awhile. I've had the vague feeling Oni ' s 
been here as well but in all my searches I've not found anything on 
her. I had a dream that she was in trouble but that's about it.." I 
look out the window distantly. 

Austin is abit silent for a moment before speaking seriously. "Well I 
know you two are close but a dream isn't exactly solid evidence that 
she's here." he says and I nod abit, looking back at him 
sympathetically . 

"This is true dear. But every time I ignore those 'funny feelings' 
they tend to come around and either kick or bite me on the ass, 
hard." I smile abit and he nods understandingly . 

"So how'd you wind up here?" I ask, suddenly changing the topic and 
he leans back abit in the chair. 

"Well mine wasn't as peaceful... I was hitchhiking to come up and 
help your friends find you when I was walking down a dark road I 
became disoriented and fell off the path down the hill into a 
blackberry bush... Then I crawled out and I fell through some kind of 
sinkhole and wound up on my back in the middle of a training 
exercise. I nearly got shot.." he grumbles abit and I look at him 
gently . 



"Oh my.. You really have the worst luck don't you... So how long have 
you been here?" I ask curiously, looking at him sympathetically. 
"About a week..." he sighs and I look at him slightly surprised. 

I sigh abit and lean back somewhat, noting its about 1806hrs in the 
evening before I continue on. I look out the windows and exhale 
heavily . 

"I just can't help but worry about the possibilities of what this all 
means.. You, me, Oni, and who knows who else being here... What does 
it mean for our home... And what does it mean for this realm.." I 
look at him concerned, suddenly serious. 

"I've been wondering much the same, but I think its best we watch our 
steps here. We are in a strange land with new rules and better 
players then we've dealt or dreamed of back home... We may be in over 
our heads.." he sighs and I nod smiling abit. 

"We definitely are in deep. But in what... That's the question..." 
begins our long conversation over the next few hours. 

We discuss all our theory's and catch up on things between us. 

We go over the further possibilities of what the military wants with 
us and what will happen now, what we've been doing since we arrived 
here, our thoughts on the state of things here in this world, the 
technology and other things of this era. 

The list goes on and on, but as it nears OOOOhrs (midnight) I notice 
Austin mention food a little more during our conversations so I stand 
up and stretch calmly. 

"Why don't we continue in the mess hall. And get something to eat and 
drink hm?" I smile abit and help him out of the chair and go through 
some stretches with him before we head out to the mess hall 
calmly . 

I show him how the machines operate before we go sit in one of the 
quiet alcoves in the mess hall where we continue chatting between 
mouth fulls of food and sips of tea. 

We catch up on things he's been doing back home and what I was upto 
before I wound up here then what I was doing when I came here. 

Doing my best to educate him on everything of this era, the 
technology uses, social norms, etc as we eat. 

Once done I show him how to deal with his tray and dishes before we 
head out and I smile gently. 

"Do you need help finding your quarters?" I smile gently and walk 
with him down the hall calmly. 

"Yes please..." he relents abit and I chuckle lightly. To his 
surprise I help him find it quickly. 

"Here's a hint hun - its on your jacket." I point to the series of 
numbers on the inside of the jacket sleeve as I use the code on his 
sleeve to open the door calmly. 



"Oh... That's interesting... How did you find that out?" he asks and 
I grin wryly. 

"Once upon a dream." I tease and he sighs heavily. 

"Oh brother... Well thanks for your help... Rose - I've been wanting 
to ask you something.." he says abit nervously, standing just inside 
the doorway of his room and I look at him curiously. 

"Go ahead." I look at him calmly, smiling lightly. He shifts abit 
nervously, obviously trying to getup the courage to speak. 

"Well uh . . . I... Urn... Was wondering if you would ever consider going 
out on a date in the future...?" he says finally, swallowing 
nervously as I look at him, raising an eyebrow lightly. 

I soften gently and shake my head. "No Austin I wont. We had a 
relationship for a long time and it didn't work out. For now I think 
its best we just stay friends and not fuck up our friendship with 
that again. We both have alot to work on before we consider an 
intimate relationship with anyone." I say gently and bow 
politely . 

"Rest well Austin." I smile and walk away calmly to my own room, 
having bit my tongue majorly on what I wanted to rant on him about 
his affair with the married woman, hiding things from me, lying about 
how really felt sometimes, and other things. "Rose! How can you say 
that you wont change your mind in the future..?!" he insists and I 
pause, looking at him compassionately. 

"Austin. I love you as my friend. But I cannot love you as anything 
more ever again. It would not be fair to either of us to begin a 
relationship again that would only fail." As I explain this I notice 
his expression sadden and I bow my head regretfully to him. 

"I'm sorry Austin." I apologize sincerely before turning and walking 
back to my own quarters silently. 

On the walk back I keep mostly to myself lost in my own thoughts for 
the most part, only until I reach my own room and the door closes 
behind me do I let any expression of emotion show - after I make sure 
the room is empty. 

I press my back up against the door and slide down to the floor, 
laying my arms across my knees as I stare out the window blankly. 

I sit there silently, hardly noticing I haven't taken a breath for 
close to two minutes until I suddenly notice the burning in my lungs 
causing me to cough and take a sharp gasp of air. 

Having the whole time been lost in thought about if I had been too 
honest or cold about my explanation to Austin. His sorry expression 
now burnt into my mind. 

I lean my head back and close my eyes as I rest it against the door, 
going back to my thoughts of if I had been too harsh or not or if I 
had handled that whole thing properly. 


I don't know how long its been but I jump suddenly awake and sigh 



heavily frustrated with myself - I had fallen asleep with my back 
against the door as I was deep in reflection. 


I grumble slightly and rise to my feet taking my uniform jacket off 
as I decide its best I just go lay down and think this over when I 
wake . 

Hoping a clear head will make it easier to sort out the problem. As I 
undress I can't help my mind wandering off into thoughts of what is 
going to happen to us now. 


5 . Chapter 5 

Weeks pass while we are in the 'care' of the UNSC, going through the 
almost daily routines of tests and questioning coupled with some 
schooling with others of our era to see what we know - at least 
that's what we're told. 

Austin and myself are teamed up on occasion for some of the 'team' 
exercises - my guess is, its an attempt to pair us up with people we 
know for our own comfort. 

Not for our success in the activity, which I put across after people 
don't do as well as they could. 

I make sure that afew of the others either hear or know of my 
avocations for different pairings after I hear the complaints in the 
exercise room casually. 

"Its uncomfortable enough being poked, prodded and run through hoops 
but treating us like a bunch of school kids by pairing us up with 
people whom you think we'd be good friends with or get along with 
isn't cutting it. Our group morale is suffering as a result. I 
politely request that different groups and pairings are put together. 
I'm sure this - training is all leading to boot camp. By doing so it 
will allow us to get to know one another far better and build strong 
team bonds. Sir." I put forward to the Sargent in charge of our 
group's 'training' and integration. 

To the relief of us on our next 'mission' we are paired up with 
vastly different people and the most challenging ones yet - complete 
opposites . 

From those times on things in our group begin making headway and we 
all grow far more close and more like a cohesive team - with the odd 
spat or in-fight. 

But there are afew of us which take charge and mediate alternatives 
rather than allowing a scrap outside the proverbial or literal boxing 
ring . 

Its on a rather nasty looking day that we're lined up outside the 
barracks on Reach and where all 45 of us are told we have now been 
enlisted into the UNSC military forces and our training begins the 
next morning. 

This sends shock waves through our entire group, many moving to 
question the sudden announcement but I hold my hand up and beat them 
to the punch. 



"When did any of us agree to enlist sir? I don't remember signing any 
paperwork to the line of this matter." the last words gain me a muse 
of agreement from most of our group, but many cringe as the Sargent 
steps forward putting his nose to mine and snarls - in what I guess 
is the best TI manor he can muster. 

Certainly not sparing anything as he responds with a commanding 
snarl . 

"Is that a refusal to follow orders West?!" he barks and I look at 
him simply. 

"No sir. Only a question. I'll follow orders, but assuming I'm not 
the only one - I'd like to know who thought they would take the 
liberty in denying us the right to choose enlistment or imprisonment? 
Before putting us planet-side." I look at him flatly. 

"Aren't you assuming abit much?" he snorts and I look at him. 

"I doubt we'd be allowed free without some form of leash or tracking 
device and frankly I'd rather not have anymore foreign things 
inserted under my skin thank you. So the only reasonable thing rather 
then having loose ends about is to lock us up either in a cell or in 
cold storage if we do not agree or 'decide' to work for the UNSC as a 
soldier." I look at him and sigh. 

"But I've been wrong before." I relent. 

"Who else feels this way, step forward!" he barks to our group as he 
backs up to his previous position. 

I wait as many just look at each other nervously and I step forward 
deciding to set the example for them by making the first move. 

To my thanks it works and I'm not left feeling like a idiot standing 
alone as many of the others step in line with me. 

"The rest of you inside and get settled! You lot come with me." He 
orders sternly, smirking in a foreboding manor but from his posture 
and tone I get the feeling this is just apart of the game to make 
many scared. 

I, like the rest follow him to an auditorium where we're left to wait 
in the semi dark room. I mostly ignore the orders to sit once hes 
left us and get up like some others. 

"Check the room for traps." Simon orders as the others nod in 
agreement and I hop onto the set of seats below ours. 

"Oh calm down Simon. Make your choices now - stay or go. Don't be 
wishy washy. They will exploit that if your unsure. Weigh your 
options, use what we are told to decide and if your still not sure - 
take the time out to think it over." I look at the others calmly, in 
a suddenly cold and calculating manor which seems to shock and 
surprise many of my teammates who've never seen this side of 
me . 

"How can you be so sure that they aren't just gonna let us go." our 
youngest man asks, 16 year old James Franko. 



"Simple. We got caught. They wouldn't invest so much to train us up 
there, feed us, clothe us to only to let us go sweet and easy." I 
look around the dimly lit room casually. "If they wanted to let us go 
so easily - I would already be out continuing my search for my twin. 
Who already has military training in the USAF and would require less 
training or investment. A better person to invest in." I point out 
pointedly, looking at them seriously. Simon sighs as he sits back 
down, in a relaxed position. 

"Well aren't you all doom and gloom." Marina sighs and I smile 
apologetically . 

"Sorry." I scratch my head abit apologetically. 

"Your missing the point Miss - Your team mate pointed out that you 
have been given the opportunity to choose. Rather then have us make 
the decision for you, by having been brought here rather then to a 
cell or Cryo-storage . " I hear a voice say as footsteps echo through 
the quiet room, walking down some stairs on the other side of the 
room to the 'stage'. 

I watch the shadow carefully before glancing around the room before 
sighing tiredly, sitting down calmly where I'd perched a row of seats 
down . 


"How long've they been there?!" Mike whispers in my ear cautiously 
and I smile. 

"The whole time. There's five. One at 10 to 2 o'clock. That's why I 
stopped everyone from exploring the room. I wasn't sure their 
intentions. I didn't want to risk a confrontation until I knew what 
they're here for." I whisper casually as I lean back. "Wise choice 
West. How'd you know?" the man with short cut brown hair inquires as 
he strides out onto the lit stage calmly. 

I adjust myself casually, unconcerned about this situation and yawns 
abit tiredly, covering my mouth out of habit. 

"I saw the reflection off one of your uniforms Sir." Marcus pipes up 
and I grin wryly. "Wild guess." I add waving a hand abit in the air 
dismissively , speaking with a joking manor. 

Mike, Simon, Marina and many of our group all sigh together. 

"You idiot." Daisy flicks my nose as I look at the group upside down 
and grin sheepishly. 

The negotiations begin and over the next hour and half many of the 
group with me get their worries eased and all questions answered as I 
sit quietly. 

I close my eyes as I listen after about 15 minutes as many of my team 
work out their 'release' or rather to go into cold storage. 

"What about you West? If I recall you started this." I hear the man 
inquire as Simon sits back down beside me, most of our group on the 
other side expectantly waiting to leave either back to the civilian 
world or cryostorage. 



I jump and look at him and yawn abit feigning I'd been fast 
asleep . 

"Hm? Oh I already know what I'll be doing. I just want to know when 
I'm going to get the time to find Siorai. That's the one thing that 
can effect my ability to do my job and I want to know she is safe. 
That way no one could use her to use me against the military - or try 
to." I shrug abit and cover my mouth as I yawn. 

"Rose... This's not the time for a nap!" Simon whispers sternly and I 
look at him sheepishly. 

"These seats aren't that comfy... They are comfy but not that comfy." 
I mutter back calmly. 

"Are you saying you would turn traitor?" he inquires suddenly serious 
and I situp, looking at him simply. 

"Not hardly. Shes my only family - I wont lie and say it couldn't 
affect my work under the right circumstances . The UNSC after all 
would have far more luck then myself in finding her. But if there's 
nothing being done - I'd rather go back to beating the street to find 
her then continue my work here. Sir." I look at him seriously, making 
my point obviously clear and concise as many of my team look at me 
surprised . 

"You say it could affect your work - in what way?" he inquires 
thoughtfully and I look at him flatly. 

"You and I both know that if anyone gets distracted or loses focus 
during a mission - on anything, people can get hurt or killed. She is 
the one thing or person who could be used to distract me. Or drive me 
to succeed." I speak seriously then exhale, feeling my face heat up 
abit embarrassed as I feel eyes on me . I rub my right cheek nervously 
as I wait . 

"Hm. . . You seem quite sure about this.." he muses and I smile 
impishly . 

"That was my only question really. If anyone's doing anything to find 
her... If not - I'll be glad to go through the steps to go back on 
the street and find her myself." I state with simple manor but 
obviously dead serious. 

"And if your ordered not to search for her?" he raises an eyebrow and 
I smirk darkly. 

"I will defy it. I don't leave anyone behind. I am not prepared to 
start just because someone orders me to." I state simply. 

"Rose..." Simon whispers worried and I gently place my hand on his 
forearm comfortingly. 

"Don't worry." I smile abit calmly, despite the growing knot in my 
throat . 

"Hm. . Defiance... Why'm I not surprised you'd have such a disgusting 
flaw." Mason mutters, leaning back and I grin at her 
chipperly . 



"Don't do it..." Simon sighs and I grin innocently. 

"Have something to say to us all Mason?" The man inquires and she 
shakes her head. "No sir." 

"Then don't interrupt." he orders simply. 

"Alright. Is that all for everyone's questions and concerns?" I rub 
my right eye tiredly. Marina suddenly stiffens up then arches her 
back and sneezes suddenly causing us to crack up laughing. 

"Guess that's a no." I chuckle as I stand up and walk over to her on 
the other seats then kneels down and gently offers my handkerchief as 
the others snicker. 

I smile calmly as she blows her nose then offers the handkerchief 
back to me and I smile calmly. 

"Keep it Marina. I'll be too tempted to stuff it down the back of 
Mason's uniform. Salt and ice works better." I whisper and she 
giggles abit as I stand back up and walk back to my previous 
spot . 

"Alright then. Those of you who ' re leaving - leave through the door 
to my left. Those of you who are continuing your training leave 
through the doors which you entered and return to your barracks." the 
man orders . 

I look at those who chose to leave us and I smile warmly. 

"Come on Rose." Simon mutters in my ear, walking past me to the doors 
as I watch the others leave and I smile at Marina when our eyes lock. 
I notice she blushes slightly as she smiles abit and I blink 
confused . 

"Oh move it!" Mason snarls, shoving me along and I yelp. I follow the 
others out, after casting a last glance at those who ' re leaving our 
group, I serious up. 

"Now the real work begins. Fun and games are over." I think to myself 
as I follow the others out. 

The games certainly do begin - the next weeks are tough and for many 
breaking into their spirit or drive. That is till I pull off a prank 
on the Sargent. A very old one I barely thought would even pass his 
eagle-eyed gaze. 

Whoopee cushions under a mat. 

It certainly helped boost moral despite the extra work later. Which 
made the chewing on I got all worth it. 

Over time though our now smaller group grows closer and more tightly 
knit . 

One day on the shooting range - our second time with live 
rounds . 


Things go bad. 



Two of our group turn to each other. 


Just as the order to fire is given. 

They aim their firearms to one another then fire without _any_ 
warning . 

Its so sudden none of us including the Staff Sargent have time to 
react . 

I'm helping Sara unstick her jammed slide, instructing her on how to 
do it safely when 

I hear someone demand "What ' re you doing?!" causing me to look, just 
before the two fire. 

I stand there shocked like much of our group. 

I barely hear Sara's horrified scream, until the numb feeling wears 
off and I look down at her. 

Her green eyes are locked on the sight of our teammate's now dead 
body's laying on the floor in their growing pool of 
blood . 

Immediately I grab her and pull her into me, holding her so she can't 
look at the sight of them anymore. 

The two had obviously been planning it for a good while because none 
of us had ever suspected anything. 

Immediately we are ordered to return to our barracks. So I grab one 
of the other younger girls who's eyes are locked onto the corpses and 
slide my arm around them, holding the two close to me as I turn and 
walk out with the rest of our shocked group. 

I hold the two women close to myself as they suddenly get over their 
shock and break down sobbing as we walk along slowly. 

The march back to our barracks is very silent and solemn. 

The silence only being broken by the odd emotional sob from the girls 
and Austin who is now also attached to me. 

I do my best to console all three gently, trying to ease the load by 
offering a willing team mate to one of them but they stubbornly 
refuse and hold on tighter to me. 

I stop when one of the girls nearly falls and I catch her, noticing 
shes shaking and sobbing even more now. 

I pull her and the other two close, using them to help me console her 
by using our body warmth and presence coupled with gentle coo's of 
comfort to help her regain enough composure to walk again. 

We eventually make it back to our barracks without too much trouble, 
though the effects of the earlier event are very apparent with the 
sudden nose-dive of morale. 

I wait outside with the three until the last of our group has gone 



inside then I walk with the three still stubbornly holding onto me as 
I help them up the stairs then inside. 

I look over our sullen group and sigh slightly "This cant go on..." I 
think and take a breath deciding to myself to do something about this 
since no one else is. 

"James. Please get a group together to begin polishing. Austin you 
and the girls grab your shower gear and go wash. Take your time. And 
I've something that may help..." I hand out the orders calmly, James 
giving me a questioning look before sighing and doing as I ordered. I 
goto my foot locker and dig out three small bars of special handmade 
soap's I bought some time ago. 

I hand a small bar to each of the three sympathetically, who look at 
me surprised, the girls still sniffling emotionally. 

They look between the bars and me afew times as I close my foot 
locker after fishing a towel out. 

Suddenly Austin leads a charge and the three tackle me causing me to 
stumble and fall back holding all three in my arms to protect them 
from being hurt by the impact, though I certainly feel it as the 
three land on top of me. 

"Thank you Rose!" The three cry together before we hit the floor with 
a resounding thud. 

"Gah! Your... Ow... Welcome..." I wince lightly, smiling abit 
relieved . 

"Now go shower you lot." I do my best to chuckle lightly as they get 
up off me apologetically. 

I watch the three head off after gathering their shower supplies then 
I look to those who were not chosen for boot polishing. 

"Mike, get a group together for making beds. Simon, help the rest 
with organizing their footlockers. Anyone left may join me in the 
field for exercises. Otherwise, polishing, making beds and the 
footlockers will only go for the next couple hours. Or till its all 
done. Then either go eat, hit the showers or just rest." I order 
before walking to the doorway. 

"Rose, why ' re you going out to train more?" Mike asks puzzled as he 
puts together a team to make beds and I point to my bed, locker and 
boots. All three being neat, polished and organized. 

"To go train." I answer simply and walk out before anyone else can 
ask anymore questions. 

I head out to the now empty training fields where I set my towel down 
and look at the sun setting above the far forest line and sigh 
heavily . 

"I should've been watching more closely. That was preventable..." I 
sigh again and grit my teeth before beginning a long series of drawn 
out stretches. 


Its I647hrs by my watch when I begin my stretches and 1740 by the 



time I finish. 


Then I step onto the track and begin jogging around the loop for many 
hours until my legs and lungs wont allow anymore. 

Once I've walked to the side and done some more stretches on the 
grass I drop down to all fours and begin doing pushups till my arms 
burn, then I flip over and do the same for crunches. 

I take a short break, taking the time to stretch out so I'm not 
incredibly sore tomorrow from all of this, controlling my breathing 
carefully as I stretch out my muscles slowly. Once I've finished my 
stretch break I stand up and begin doing back and front flips until I 
can't possibly do anymore. 

On my last backflip I turn it into a kind of handstand and flop back 
into the grass where I lay panting for some time, looking up at the 
darkening dusk sky. 

I watch for a good long time as more and more stars become visible 
through the dark shroud of sky above, unable to help myself from 
reflecting on the horrible movie replaying on my mind of the whole 
shooting . 

I can't help but reflect on it and wonder what could've been done to 
prevent it . 

I lay in the cool grass looking up at the navy sky for a very long 
time, so deeply lost in my thoughts I barely feel the cold of the 
night air nipping at my skin. 

I pick everything apart, scene by graphic scene until I catch myself 
dosing off and exhale deeply, causing a plume of mist to rise from my 
warm breath mixing with the cool night air. 

I begrudgingly get up from my comfortable spot in the grass before I 
walk over to my towel laying in the grass by the track where I pick 
it up . 

Once I've retrieved my towel I sling it over my shoulder and walk 
casually back to the barracks. 

I walk upto the stairs of our barracks quietly, still thinking abit - 
but now mostly about how comfortable my bed is going to be. That is 
until I catch wind of the faint odour of a cigar. 

"My office. West... _Now_! " I hear Chief Petty Officer Mendez bark 
and I sigh tiredly, turning around without any hesitation. 

"Yes Sir..." I mumble slightly and begin walking. 

A memorized route from my last trip there, one I didn't want to ever 
make again considering the last 'reprimand' I received from him. 
Certainly an unforgettable chewing on - one for even my abused past 
record books . 

Not many of our group have been reprimanded by a CO let alone by one 
of a different Section Three program. 

This'll be the fourth reprimand I've received by a CO and the second 



I have gotten from him. 

I frankly don't look forward to it, having been busted outside long 
after anyone from my group were supposed to be outside the barracks - 
again . 

I follow him the whole way there, with butterfly's fluttering up a 
storm in my stomach as I follow him. 

As we enter I attempt the usual formalities but the stern look I get 
from him makes me check the motion and stand straighten, swallowing 
nervously . 

"Good going dummy, you really signed up for a record breaker this 
time..." I think, grumbling to myself internally. 

I notice the file on his desk and swallow as a knot forms in my 
throat when I notice a photo of my team mate's corpses in their own 
blood laying on the floor of the shoot house. 

The hardest thing of the image is the fact they fell facing one 
another, their eyes locked in dead stares with one another. 

I peel my half second gaze from the image and look forward again, 
slightly gritting my teeth. 

I notice the glance from ' The Chief ' as I've heard him referred to 
by his trainees. 

"Aw shit... He noticed... Why the hell did I have to pick today to 
break curfew... Am I just a glutton for getting chewed on by 
command?" I think somewhat nervous. 


I wait silently for many tense moments as he calmly sits in his chair 
and looks over the report file silently. 

I begin to feel nauseous as what feels like 30 minutes pass as he 
thumbs through the report agonizingly slow. 


"Damn it... I'm too nervous..." I gulp. 

"I just hope, its for nothing.." I hope as he lays the file down on 
his desk then looks at me seriously. 


I still can't tell what hes thinking or whether this will be a 
compliment on my actions or a record breaking reprimand. 


Though I hope its the former. 


"I would like to know what compelled you to order Private first class 
Thomas, Crewman Davies and Crewman Corrine to the showers for quote 
'However long they need'? After ordering Lance corporal Harris to 
organize a group to polish boots?!" He finally breaks the silence 
gruffly, his words hinting at a verbal lashing on full boil. 


I swallow the large lump in my throat before I open my mouth to 
answer carefully, knowing how I phrase this may mean the difference 
between a demotion or time in the 'hole'. 


"I knew a shower would help the three handle the shock of the earlier 



events and hope the blood on them would be washed off before they 
noticed or left with the feeling of it on their bodies. As for the 
Lance Corporal, I knew he would choose those of our group who would 
be benefited best by the exercises I suggested. Sir." I explain as 
best I can, being sure to keep my tone even and minding my usual 
nervous fidgeting. 

"Then I suppose your leaving to go lay in the grass was your way of 
coping with the incident as well?" he questions challenging me to try 
and lie. 

I can't help the smirk begging to show through as I shift my posture 
slightly and look at him calmly, wondering why I'm such a glutton for 
punishment by answering such obvious 'trick' or 'baited' 
questions . 

"No sir. The 203 pushups, 274 crunches, 198 squats and 150 laps 
around the track were. Laying in the grass was because I didn't dare 
move afterwards." I respond simply and honestly. 

"Are you trying to tell me that for the past 8 hours you were out in 
that field running laps while your team polished boots, made beds and 
cleaned their foot lockers ?! " he demands, unclasping his hands from 
his sides, laying them on the top of his desk while looking at me 
sharply . 

I'm just about to respond when the door to his office opens and a 
woman strides in calmly, barely pausing when she notices the scene 
before her - but a pause none the less. "Oh, pardon the interruption 
Mendez." I hear the woman apologize as I stiffen nervously somewhat 
as she steps into my peripheral view. 

Short cropped auburn hair, hazel eyes which are more green then 
brown, and slightly tanned skin. 

Her civilian attire - jeans and a button up shirt with a well beaten 
brown denim jacket to top it off certainly would make me raise my 
eyebrows confused had I not been right in the middle of digging 
myself into a hole. Or was it Grave? I'm not sure which since 'The 
Chief' was cut off. 

His posture changes greatly when the woman enters the room, he stands 
up in a more relaxed and seemingly tired posture. 

"What is it?" he snorts tiredly and I check my sudden relaxed posture 
when I notice the sharp glance from him, immediately stiffening up 
again despite my aching muscles. 

"I couldn't help but overhear the reprimand in progress as I passed 
by outside. Corporal - Did you just tell the Chief that you preformed 
203 push ups, 274 crunches, 198 squats and 150 laps around the track 
before laying down in the grass?" she asks me quite directly, seeming 
to ignore or not notice the warning glance from Chief Mendez. 

The simple and calculating tone reminds me of my sister almost 
immediately. So immediately, I am wary as I turn and look to her 
calmly . 

"Yes Ma'am, I did." I respond simply after I note the nod to respond 
from the Chief. 



I can't help wonder what kind of frying pan I've just stepped, nay 
jumped into with this woman. But I know its far too late to worry now 
that she's so seemingly interested. 

"Hm. Well I've information here that the information you just gave is 
a lie." she states very simply and I can't help but feel my skin lose 
color as the words cross over her lips calling me a liar. 

I gulp once, trying to swallow the sudden lump in my throat. 

"Aw fuck me... Who ' d I piss off this time... I know my math's fucked 
but to openly say I didn't do something... Let alone in front of 
Mendez!" I think to myself nervously as I look at her eyes. 

Those snakelike eyes, so intelligent, beautiful and venomous. I 
suddenly can't help but feel like a mouse in a cat's trap as she 
seems to savour the silent squirming. 

Her lips part seeming to promise an end to the pain, which I can only 
hope for, knowing full well I'll be lucky if my ears will be ringing 
if she lets Mendez have at me, after that comment she made. 

"You actually did 295 pushups, 315 crunches, 225 squats, and 205 laps 
around the track. On top of 200 forward flips and 201 backward flips. 
Before collapsing into the grass and laying there for 4 hours. 
Sleeping for .50 of them." the words roll over her smooth, pink lips 
so simple and sweet I can't help but be floored by the shock of the 
words themselves and her manor. 

"Were you even attempting to count in case you were caught returning 
to the barracks late, like you were?" she asks simply with a slight 
curl of self satisfaction to the edges of her lips. 

After I pick my jaw up off the floor and quickly compose myself after 
the shock I respond, my voice cracking slightly. 

"N - No Ma'am..." I respond still stunned. 

"She must've been spying on me... But how... There wasn't anywhere to 
hide..." I can't help but wonder as she smiles slightly then turns 
back to Mendez, producing a data disk which she holds out to him over 
his desk calmly. 

"You know eavesdropping is frowned upon." he states to her gruffly, 
taking the disk from her hand simply. 

"So is toying with recruits." he adds, myself in the process of 
repositioning to face him and recover from that near heart 
attack . 

"As if the shooting this morning wasn't bad enough I get to play 
mouse for a spook..." I think abit sourly. The woman pauses and 
smiles amused, taking seat in one of the chairs across his desk 
simply . 

Mendez's attention snaps back to me like a whip and he resumes the 
previous conversation. 


"Weekend privileges revoked! Your leading the 10 mile run tomorrow. 



with **full packs**! If anyone of your team falls behind or cannot 
continue you will carry their pack. Understood _Corporal_? ! " the 
orders come down like a hammer but I barely let it outwardly phase me 
as I quickly snap a prompt "Yes. Sir!" while the woman crosses her 
legs neatly, watching us both in a quiet and calculating manor, 
almost making my skin crawl nervously. 

"Good. Dismissed!" he barks and I snap a salute "Yes Sir.", which is 
promptly given in return and I walk from the room as calmly as I 
can . 

But once into the hall and the door is closed I exhale finally and 
tensely before dropping into a jog back to the barracks while my mind 
swims about what the hell or who that woman was. 

"FUCK! Creepy! I thought Oni was bad when she was in full 
demon-interrogator mode... But then again I've never been on the 
brunt of her when she's playing with someone like that..." I think to 
myself as I jog down the hall. 

Its a quick trip back to the barracks where upon arrival I explain 
the orders about tomorrow to the rest of the group who collectively 
groan . 

I can't help but agree with the collective 'excitement' about 
tomorrow, especially since I've left out the part about my having to 
carry anyone's pack who falls behind or can't continue as I flop down 
onto my bed. 

I manage to get my boots off before flopping my head back down onto 
my pillow as everyone slides, grumbling, under their covers and 
someone turns the lights off. 

I myself dose right off the moment the lights go out. 

Though by no means is it a peaceful or restful sleep as I'm plagued 
by today's events. 


6. Chapter 6 

Hello my dear readers. I am sorry for the long delay. Life turned 
into a unnecessary and unwanted drama fest which I had to attend to 
first before getting more writing done. But I'll make the wait worth 
your while ! 

>Thank you and I hope you all enjoy. <p> 

•:k ^ ^ 


><p>The next day sees one hell of a longer run then what I quoted 
which only shortens some of my group's already short temper' s.<p> 

I myself wind up with 2 extra packs but I stubbornly keep pushing on 
through the pain of my now very sore body from last night ' s 
exercises . 

Oh and on top of the extra few miles added to our run, Mendez's group 
of recruits is also joining our ' s . 


Its quite obvious: to me anyways, there's some nervousness about the 



others in our midst, but curiosity as afew test them by either 
running close or challenging them to tests of endurance or 
agility . 

I must admit myself that despite my added burden I have been watching 
the groups interact carefully, catching the odd stare from some of 
their group myself. 

Its abit unnerving having the feeling of being examined but I shove 
it aside and focus on the task ahead of me and keeping my group safe 
and prevent any possible altercations. Though only James decides to 
get nose to nose with the largest of their group into a growling 
match . 

But with the added weight of the pack's I'm wearing, a playful tackle 
doesn't take a whole lot to knock him over, despite his bracing for 
the impact . 

The run continues on till we reach a clearing and the CO ' s call for a 
break . 

I watch calmly as the two groups separate and settle on opposite 
sides of the dirt path, I myself settle for the thick grass just on 
the edges of my own group where I return the packs from the two from 
my group before dropping my own pack and flopping onto my back in the 
grass thankfully free of the burden. 

I close my eyes and listen to the wind rustling the leaves and 
branches of the trees, and the chatting of the people around. 

"Yanno Astrum if it wasn't for you breaking curfew again we wouldn't 
have had to do this damn run!" I hear Kaison accuse. 

"Yeah! This's your damn fault!" his cohort Fuji adds in before their 
third cohort sits down with them after returning from the improvised 
washroom . 

"Your nothing but a useless, ignorant kiss ass Astrum!" Chiron throws 
in sourly, obviously trying to get a rise out of me, but I just lay 
there feigning that I'm asleep despite being wide awake. 

I give one hell of a snore for effect and just to irritate them with 
the thought they'd been insulting a sleeping person the whole 
time . 

"Why you god damn ..! "Chiron snarls, grabbing my collar lifting me 
into a sitting position but I flip him over myself onto his back 
calmly . 

"Why don't you three go take it up with Chief Petty Officer Mendez if 
you don't like his orders. Instead of bitching to me about it like a 
bunch of baby's." I snarl back and stand up, carrying my bag over my 
shoulder, walking further into the grass field out of the view of 
Mendez and the TI's and to relax away from the three in the sun. 

But I don't get four steps before two of their three bags strike me 
hard, knocking my bag right out of my hand and spinning me right 
around from the force of the hits. 


I'm off balance when I see Fuji and Kaison closing the gap and strike 



me hard in the stomach with their fists. Chiron is right behind them 
but I barely see him as I drop to my knees until its too late and he 
drives his knee up into my jaw with enough force to send me into the 
air high enough that Fuji and Kaison kick me in the stomach and send 
me flying about 8 feet before I touch ground and begin tumbling for 
another 4 before finally coming to a stop, laying on my stomach. 

I cough after afew moments, listening to them walk forward as I'm 
pulling myself together enough to rise to my knees I hold my hand up 
to the people from the other group running our way. 

"It's my fight!" I cough and spit out some blood mixed with my 
saliva . 

"Ha! You must be stupid if you think you can take us three by 
yourself!" Kaison laughs as I rise to my feet obviously 
sore . 

"That's true I may not. But your my team mates. I wont have anyone 
else do it for me when I'm still able." I look at the three calmly 
and relax my stance, watching them carefully. 

"Ha! Astrum your Chiron begins but I drop my stance suddenly and 
close the gap between us far quicker then any of them expected. I 
grab Fuji and Kaison - throwing them back the way I came then I put 
my nose to Chiron's and smirk. 

"Boo." I half growl into his shocked face before grabbing his belt 
and collar, dropping down and I pull him up and over myself as I 
twist around then drive him down into the ground, causing the ground 
to shake slightly from the impact. 

Kaison and Fuji who've just managed to get up look on horrified as I 
drive Chiron into the earth. I release my grip on Chiron's now limp 
body and look at the two as I stand back up 
straighten . 

"Buck ... Buck ... " I imitate the sound of a chicken as I look at the 
two and step over Chiron who finally lets out a deep moan of pain as 
he sucks in a painful gasp of air, as I continue walking towards 
them . 

"YOU BITCH!" Kaison crys furiously before charging me, Fuji hesitates 
before following his cohort towards me and I relax watching the two 
come head on. 

But suddenly Fuji breaks off to the left taking my focus with it 
which is my mistake because Kaison comes up right in close and drives 
a hard hit to my jaw again knocking me afew steps back before hitting 
me as many times as he can about the torso before Fuji comes up on my 
left and hits me across the temple sending me stumbling afew steps 
before I fall to the ground. 

Kaison takes the opportunity to hop onto me and continue the assault 
but I only let him get in a couple hits before putting all my force 
into a push and throw us both into the air and I flip the two of us 
over and place my elbow into the core of his abdomen driving it 
downwards so when we hit the force it doubled and it knocks the wind 
from him and a whimper of pain. 



Fuji obviously sees my plan and comes in to bring his heel down onto 
my chest. But I watch almost in slow motion as someone's hand grabs 
his ankle in the air, stopping the fight in its tracks. 

"Enough! Who started this!?" the voice of CPO Mendez snarls angrily, 
letting go of Fuji's ankle so he can snap to a terrified 
attention . 

I get off Kaison and begin to stand up opening my mouth to speak as I 
rise up but a brown haired woman from the other group grabs my chin 
and begins examining my jaw while her team mate speaks 
instead . 

"Sir. The three men started the fight first while she was walking 
away." the young man says as the woman finishes with my jaw, giving 
me a confirming nod its fine while her cohort helps Kaison up abit 
roughly . 

I spit out the blood in my mouth calmly and watch, checking Kaison 's 
chest silently. "Corporal I want answers.." Mendez growls at Kaison 
who shakes slightly and I look at him calmly. 

"Sir. They were just putting the point across that they felt I hadn't 
seemed to take their complaints seriously." I explain calmly, my eyes 
wandering to Chiron who strangely hasn't risen or moved an inch since 
he last gasped for air. I look at him strangely, then suddenly 
realizes the problem. 

"MEDIC! GET YOUR ASS OVER HERE NOW!" I cry out loudly as I dart 
between Mendez and Fuji who stumbles back and falls over shocked. 

I drop to my knees and slide in beside Chiron, ripping his shirt open 
with my hands hurriedly, putting my ear to his chest to listen 
carefully for breathing. 

I wait for a count of 10 carefully straining to listen for any kind 
of sign but none emerge - he's dead. 

I sit back up and place my right palm on the middle of his chest and 
my left index finger on the crown of his forehead and close my eyes, 
focusing on the energy flowing through my body and begin to breath 
very controlled then I hold my breath on the out and push down, 
releasing the energy from my body into his making my arms and fingers 
tingle, sting then burn. 

Then after afew silent but tense moments I open my eyes and lean 
down, opening his mouth then I exhale the breath into Chiron to fill 
his lungs then I jump back when his eyes snap open and he coughs 
violently. He gasps for air desperately after the coughing stops and 
I back off as both team medics come in and begin treating him. 

I flop back afterwards into the grass "Thank god..." I exhale 
relieved . 

Fuji offers his hand to help me up and I take his arm and stand up 
with his help, my legs feeling abit like rubber after that 
scare . 


"How'd you do that?" He mutters and I smile abit warmly gently 
placing my hand on his shoulder, giving it a comforting squeeze 



before I walk out and look to Mendez calmly. "Permission to return to 
the group sir?" I request politely, doing my best to not shake as my 
body resists standing straight and proper, suddenly exhausted from 
that 'revival'. Mendez is quiet, watching as the medic's stabilize 
then move Chiron onto a stretcher and carry him off to the main 
groups . 

"I didn't figure I hit him that hard..." I think as I watch him being 
carried off. 

He looks at Fuji, Kaison and myself sharply and suddenly barks which 
makes us jump. 

"I want your reports on this by 18:00 hours tonight! Dismissed!" he 
barks and together we snap prompt salutes. 

"Yes Sir!" we chime together then wait until its returned before 
walking over to our bags. 

I pick up the four bags and throw them over my shoulders and with a 
curt snarl motion the two on ahead of me to our group. 

I ignore my body's straining to hold the bags and I pull them further 
onto my shoulders stubbornly walking to our group before setting the 
bags down. 

"Why...?" Kaison looks at me confused and I smile gently at 
him . 

"Kaison. We may not always see eye to eye but your still my team 
mate. It isn't a reason to kill you or cause you permanent harm. I 
did not intend such harm to Chiron, but that is where I have alot to 
learn about fighting. And why I never fought before because I was 
terrified I would kill someone." I look at him gently, noting a 
slight movement out of the corner of my eye. 

Instinctively I throw two of the heavy bags into the arms of the 
person - knocking and pinning them to the ground with the bags 
weight . 

The person turns out to be a snarling and flailing Austin who cry's 
(somewhat muffled) "Lemme at 'em!" he flails angrily, totally 
helpless under the weight of the two bags weight combined. 

"No." I smile amused and look up at the rest of the group who ' re 
about ready to start growling like a pack of dogs at Kaison and 
Fuji. 

"ENOUGH! You three - tend their injuries and help them get their bags 
on and off!" I bark the orders seriously as I take the bags up off 
Austin once he calms down a little then I help him up and dust him 
off gently. 

"I ain't helping those trai-" one of our group says openly, though 
who it is I can't tell. 

I look up at them all and raise an eyebrow quest ioningly . 

"Who else feels like that? Show of hands!" I order calmly. 



Many raise their hands but almost all muse agreement. I nod once 
understandingly then relax and smile calmly. 


"Then... Don't." I say so sweetly even Fuji and Kaison look at one 
another nervously as I hand Austin the two bags and walk off to our 
CO who's standing by Mendez talking quietly. I politely and properly 
interrupt and suggest something to him calmly. 

I do my best to explain it in as much detail with as few words as I 
can until he grins amused and nods approvingly. 

"Go do it." he orders and I salute promptly thanking him brightly 
waiting till its returned before walking over to the medic and get my 
injuries checked then tended as required. Its about the time our 
transports arrive to take us back to base when the medic finishes 
checking me over and I walk back to my team mates, who ' re chatting a 
little more upbeat, but obviously excluding Kaison and Fuji. 

I pickup my bag and begin strapping it on, which immediately gets the 
attention of my team mates. I stay silent until I finish strapping it 
on and pickup Chiron's bag, looking over them and I draw in a deep 
breath regretfully. 

"ALRIGHT LADIES! Strap those bags back on! Your not riding back on 
the pelicans! Corporal West - explain why." our CO barks out across 
the now totally confused group, some doing as told in almost a zombie 
like state. 

But Austin who knows me well enough know there's reason and is well 
ahead of the others, following my example. 

"I believe you all wondering why we're not riding back with the other 
group. Well that is because I saw something with everyone today that 
disgusted me - That NONE of my team mates here know a damn thing of 
real team work! So to prove that I'm wrong to our CO that he has 
trained us better - WE ARE RUNNING THE 6 MILES BACKTO BASE! If we are 
not back in two hours as a group - no stragglers. We ALL will go 
hungry tonight. As apart of this team I suggest you look around you - 
We will be finishing this boot camp one day. Will you fight for the 
person beside you? Will you risk your life for theirs? Are you going 
to fight as a team or a single unit? Are you going to be brothers to 
your sisters? If you said no to any of those questions. Then leave 
your pack and load up. I don't want you on this team. I don't want 
you breathing the same air as **my** brothers and sisters." I call 
out over my team surely and seriously. 

"You have the choice now. Show that you will not be one of this team 
- that choice will be made for you." Our CO finishes seriously. 

"But Rose... Don't you have hope we may return home? To your loved 
ones?" James asks as many rise to their feet seeming in abit of a 
shocked stupor. 

"James - All of you have to decide. Stay. Or hope for that world you 
knew. All of you must. And should have when we began this program. 

All my loved ones are dead. Or here now." I snort and strap Chiron's 
bag on with a couple curt pointed tugs. 

Austin immediately joins me and I look at him abit surprised then 
smile gently, nodding gently to him approvingly. 



Kaison and Fuji are the next to join us and I smile warmly standing 
properly with the three proudly. 

"Why don't you answer? Or is it no one COULD love a icey bitch 11 
Corporal Mason begins to hiss but our CO clears his throat cutting 
her off. 

"Mason - Load up, your on Laundry and KP duties for the next three 
weeks. Starting NOW!" he barks and she eyes me but does as ordered 
begrudgingly . 

"Harris! You carry her pack. Now! The rest of you, either load up or 
line up! Any whispers, remarks or even so much as a sneeze and your 
signed up for laundry, mess and something else I'll invent special 
for you." he grins devilishly. 

A grin that sends a shiver of dread down my whole body at the very 
thought of our CO coming up with something as a punishment, the only 
thing I can imagine is it would be something horrible. Though it 
works to spur the group into motion. 

Many begin either strapping their bags on or - some, dragging their 
feet walk to the same pelican as Mason. 

I watch the sullen forms walk off as I watch them sadly along with 

some of our group. Many of our group who stay look away unable to 

watch the people we've trained with for so long leave us behind so 
quickly . 

Some however seem stunned and unsure looking between those lining up 
beside me and those loading up on the pelicans. 

We lose two more before the others relax defeated unsure. 

I watch the last of our group load up onto the pelicans then I hang 

my head sadly. 

"We lost 8 more..." I think as I look up at the ones who ' re 
unsure . 

"Alright for those of you who are unsure - strap your packs on. You 
are still apart of our team - our family. So your running back with 
the rest of us. Those who ' re staying and able, grab an extra pack and 
strap it on. We may have lost many of our brothers and sisters but 
this will not mean we lose our strength. Our drive. Or LOSE THIS 
CHALLENGE! OORAH ! " James, Austin, Kaison and Euji join me 
enthusiastically all picking up a extra pack as well, while some 
mutter and I look at them. 

"That was the saddest thing I've heard come outta your mouths! Come 
on! EOR OUR COMRADES!" our group looks at me then stands up 
straighten then cry's out together loudly "**OORAH!**" and I smile 
giving a nod of approval. 

"Now lets get these strapped on and back to base!" Austin puts in and 
I smile warmly "Or else we starve tonight! My poor stomach!" James 
whines and falls over dramatically getting afew chuckles. 


This seems to spur life into the others who help one another and I 



help James to his feet with Harris's help. 


"Nice job." Harris tells him and he shrugs. 

"Well I couldn't take another sad attempt from Rose." he pokes and I 
stick my tongue out at him smiling abit . 

"Thaaaaaaanks . . . " I poke him back and help the closest person strap 
their bag on, before moving on to help others in our remaining 
group . 

Others take my example and also begin helping others. 

The work goes silently with very little words passed between most of 
us, the previous energy has quickly dissipated. 

Its almost morose as before while we all prepare for the run to 
come . 

Once I'm done double checking my own stuff I go over to James and 
help him check things with his gear and ask him to help bring up the 
morale of our group. 

He is also down but a good playful shake snaps him out of it and I 
smile warmly. 

"Go get 'em tiger." I joke as he nods and heads off, spreading the 
boost through our group like a virus. 

I watch as the morale is lifted slowly but steadily through our now, 
smaller group. 

I unload the two packs and take a third which I take apart then 
combine into the two I already have as Austin comes up as I pack its 
contents into the other two calmly. 

"Rose.. You really shouldn't overdo it..." he cautions me as I pack 
the bag calmly. 

"Of all the people who know me Austin - you should know I'm not going 
to take it easy or listen. And besides that, this'll get my mind off 
the fact I haven't eaten yet." I half smile calmly. 

"You never cease to surprise me..." Harris chuckles. 

"Alright! You heard it ladies and gent's. We don't get back in time, 
that means no dinner. And listening to Rose's stomach grumbling." He 
chuckles as I blush embarrassed. 

Some of our team snicker but most just outright laugh. 

"ATTENTION!" the voice of our CO suddenly breaks the chuckling like 
the crack of a bull whip, many of us jumping to attention immediately 
while the others shake the shock off and follow suit. 

I finally notice the odd thing about his voice as I quickly finish 
with the bags - we heard his voice over the noise of the pelican's 
engines ! 

Once everyone has filed into formation and I secret the bags back on 



quickly, dropping into formation myself abit late we all turn our 
eyes collectively to him. 

I myself let mine wander slightly as I see the shadowy figures of our 
team mates inside the dropship. 

Some are slumped over sullen with their head in their hands, others 
seem angry by their tense postures and balled fists but afew are 
sitting back in their seats relaxed. 

I notice a couple hiding in the very front, closest to the cockpit 
who are fidgeting nervously. 

From what I can see its obvious to me that they are uneasy about 
something, what, who or why I'm not about to assume, but none the 
less I cant help but wonder if its about their decision to leave the 
group . 

Mason is one of those in the pelican who are obviously angry, her 
posture is tense and shes fidgeting with her hands in the typical way 
that tells me shes very upset and discussing something with another 
one of our group. 

"Oooh great. Mason's going to cause trouble again..." I inwardly sigh 
as our CO goes over the rules of our run, the exact time limit we 
have and the rewards if we all make it back before the one and a half 
hour mark or earlier - The weekend off from training for 
everyone . 

Though this, coupled with his grin warns me that this will be more 
then just a timed run but a obstacle course or worse. 

Either way if we want that weekend off we will have to really fight 
to earn it. 

I half glance at James and the other team leaders secretly before 
gazing over my team to see who's picked up on the hint. James nods 
understandingly , Cortez and O'donnel are the only other ones who seem 
to have picked up on it. 

Unfortunately the rest of the team is more lively and upbeat until 
our CO throws in the curve-ball. 

"All of you must arrive at the main gate together. As a group! If 
anyone is not accounted for, late, or even so much as one step behind 
you lose and have double duty on the weekend." his words come down 
like a hammer on my teammates who sink down slightly and I smile 
abit, tensing expectantly. 

"Yup. Gonna be traps and more on the way back. I wonder if we'll get 
to go head to head with Mendez's squad. I shouldn't get my hopes 
up..." I think to myself slightly excited at the possibilities. 

I do checkout their pelican with a quick visual go-over and I can't 
help but grin when I spot some rifles, stun and paint round 
ammunition cases and my personal favourite - paint grenade 
cases . 

"Hmm I hope my team-mates have sized that team up well enough... They 
certainly did for us... I can only hope we get lucky and pull through 



this without losing anyone." I think to myself 
seriously . 

"Understood?!" our CO barks and we all call together "Yes. Sir!" our 
team speaks together many visibly mentally getting themselves ready 
for the trialing run to come. 

"Very good! Good luck! NOW MOVE OUT!" he barks the order. 

I turn with the line of my team who barely spares the movement to 
drop into a orderly line of three across, as we file down the pathway 
together at a good jog. 

I immediately begin passing the word of what I've seen and suspect to 
those around me and ordering that we be extra careful on this trip 
back . 


7 . Chapter 7 

We continue running and together pass around a plan until we finally 
decide on a course of action just as the pelicans fly over the tops 
of the trees above us, creating such a noise its hard to hear one 
another but the plan is understood quickly and without much words 
needing to be spoken thankfully. 

We stop a quarter of the way into our run then begin stripping the 
bags down to the essentials so they will be lighter for the run 
back . 

"He never said we couldn't." Hess argues when Mary complains about 
being in trouble for leaving things behind. 

I just chuckle and hold my hand up. "I'll say it was my idea if there 
is any trouble." I wiggle my hand abit then continue hurriedly 
helping with the packs. 

Its barely five minutes before we have them stripped down and are on 
the move at a run to makeup the ground lost. 

We use the compass I brought coupled with the map Cortez had hidden 
away in her bra to navigate the not so trail as we make out way back 
to the base. 

We avoid obvious areas that would be perfect for traps, ambushes or 
other areas that would be great for trouble, instead using the areas 
that give us the advantage or even a slight over anything that may be 
thrown at us . 

We are at about the halfway mark in our run when we come across a 
unmarked clearing, one of six discrepancies on the map - I suspect 
its deliberate but there's no time for worrying or suspecting 
tampering when Austin runs right past myself and Cortez not paying 
any attention and nearly runs right out into the field but Micheal 
jumps over me and as Cortez drops the map and yanks Austin off his 
feet back into the deep cover with the rest of us while Micheal slaps 
his hand right over Austin's mouth just as hes about to let out a 
yelp . 


Thankfully its so well done not a sound is made other then the rustle 



of Austin being taken down. 


I look at Morgana and Mike then give a nod, the three of us stripping 
our packs off then slip off into the trees silently in opposite 
directions . 

The three of us are usually the scouts and I'm just damn lucky - an 
example is the time I walked into, through and out of a mine field 
without knowing it until someone yelled at me for it. 

I'm just hoping this isn't a mine field as I slither along the ground 
around the ovular shaped clearing. 

I usually have good radar for trouble and have in the past managed to 
steer us away from this but this time it is sudden as I come upto a 
red berry bush, its the kind that at first glance looks much like a 
huckleberry bush but the berry's are more like a peach colored grape. 
I feel a slight tremor in the moss I've just put my right hand on 
which causes me to freeze and my heart to pound loudly. 

I wait then swallow the lump in my throat as I realize I was right - 
Mendez did send his team and I've just crawled right under one who 
just dropped from the tree to my 5 o'clock! "Oh fuck me...! Why and 
how the hell do I get myself into these messes! FUCK! THINK WOMAN! 
_THINK!_" I curse in my head as I carefully scan around myself like 
I'm totally oblivious to the person trying to sneak up behind me. 

I only use my eyes for the first 10 seconds then I use my head to 
carefully and cautiously scan about myself before relaxing and 
slithering closer to the thick bush, secreting one of the home made 
smoke bombs from my sleeve - now suddenly thankful Sammy brought alot 
of them secretly without our CO knowing. 

I rise up onto my knees like I'm going to peak around the bush 
cautiously, making sure the posture doesn't look like one that's too 
easy to spring away or that I'm planning to. "Alright.. Lets see how 
fast you really are." I think and stop dead when I feel the movement 
through my hands in the bush. 

"Sometimes... I wonder how lucky I really am to wander into stuff 
like this..." I gulp realizing I've been surrounded by about three 
others and there's a count of roughly five in the trees ahead and one 
to my left closer to the clearing edge. 

"Aw hell... Fuck this!" I think and smash the smoke bomb on a small 
rock below me, instantly filling a 5 foot radius with thick white 
smoke before I take off like a cut cat for the clearing, feeling 
something comb through my hair as I take off. 

But I hardly pause to consider it, instead running as fast as I can 
for the clearing. 

I jump up into the last tree as I reach the edge of the clearing and 
just narrowly avoid the person getting a hold of my ankle as I dive 
out into the clearing, taking in a deep breath as I keep running 
through the long grass. 

"I HATE BEING RIGHT SOMETIMES!" I cry the alarm, noting the others 
break from cover and take off along the path they decided as our 
exit, using our improvised smoke bombs before a grenade sails out 



into the field. 


My guess is its from the 'enemy', I barely take the time to make sure 
what it is before I hit the ground, diving under a log covering my 
ears then waiting for the thump of its detonation. 

I wait but there's a thump alright, it hits me hard in the chest, 
coupled with a loud bang it leaves my ears ringing and my body 
slightly stunned, but I quickly break cover in alarm when I realize 
it was no paint grenade but a flash bang. 

The team used it to disorient to make breaking their own cover 
easier . 

So that means I ' d be in hot water sitting under a log verses running 
for the cover of the trees. 

I head right for the trees where I see a struggle, bushes swaying 
violently coupled with a balled fist flying this way, a foot the 
other . 

"O'donnel.. Damn that guy is wild in a scrap.." I think to myself as 
I head right for him right after I hear his tell-tale owl hoot of 
trouble . 

I leap the dead log ahead of myself and sail into the air, taking the 
pose of a pouncing cougar as I clear the log. 

But its my mistake, I come up only to find I've lept right into 
trouble - I'm about to land right into the waiting arms of one of 
Mendez's trainees who was obviously watching and waiting. 

I curl up into a ball then roll myself over so I have my feet 
positioned when I land - but its more like I hit them smack dab in 
the middle of the chest, knocking them off their feet and we both hit 
the ground hard. 

I land on top of them, the two of us somewhat stunned as I half lay 
on them for a moment or two before realizing alarmed I could be 
caught and I hop right off and jump out of arm's length, eyeing them 
suspiciously . 

I look around carefully, being sure I keep at least one eye on the 
other soldier as they get up obviously abit sore. 

"Rose..." I hear the voice of O'Donnel croak just off abit in the 
bushes but my training warns me against rushing off into a possible 
trap so I stay put, tensing cautiously as my opponent - a young man 
about 16 with short brown hair and deep green eyes, watches me very 
carefully as I check the area carefully. 

Two more flash bang's detonate in the trees to the 4 and 2 o'clock 
from where I'm in the Mexican standoff with the soldier. 

I begin to feel my mind blur as I stop thinking and begin going more 
on my instincts rather then the training. 

Just as I'm about to move in closer I stop and close my eyes, 
relaxing somewhat. 



"I have to think I can't let myself go off instinct alone, that wont 
win this... Training and thinking outside the box will..." I exhale 
slowly, listening to my opponent move in closer quietly and three 
others about 15 yards out try and sneak in closer to us. 

I open my eyes and take off right when I hear a muffled sound of 
someone struggling, I stay low and silent as I run through the 
forested area towards the sound. 

I use the forest and terrain to my advantage to lose my opponent and 
keep the three others off my tail while moving through quickly. 

It helps put some distance between us before I reach the small 
clearing and spot the top of O'donnel's head. 

I jump into a tree cautiously then make my way around, checking the 
area very carefully before I drop down into the grass quietly. 

I eye the area, giving him a cursory look over for traps then sneak 
over to him, noting the tape being used as a gag and the rope for 
binders on his arms. 

I quickly secret my knife from under my pantleg then begin to cut the 
tightly bound ropes off his arms very carefully. 

He struggles trying to get my attention as I focus on cutting the 
rope and not him, finally I get frustrated when he struggles too 
much, possibly making too much noise which would alert his captors to 
my presence so I reach over to remove the gag. 

I plan to rip it off quickly to make my point but just as I'm about 
to get hold of the tape a hand grabs ahold of my wrist tightly, 
pulling me up out of my crouched position and into a 
headlock . 

"Damnit ! I shoulda paid more attention!" I curse myself as I struggle 
and fight them, being sure to be as difficult as possible for them to 
hold . 

I just hope as I fight them that with my struggling they don't notice 
I dropped my knife and O'donnel is using it to quickly cut his 
bindings . 

I hiss, wriggle, claw their face and arms and put up one hell of a 
fight to get free and provide enough of a distraction so O'donnel can 
cut himself free. 

I can't help but admit the person is doing a very good job of keeping 
a hold on me despite my fight to get free of them. 

Then they surprise me even more by locking their forearm under my 
chin then tightens their grip, cutting off my air. 

I begin to see spots just as I hear O'donnel's voice growl at them 
warningly . 

"Let her go now soldier." he orders dead serious holding my knife at 
the ready. 


"I'd have to second that." I hear the smooth voice of Cortez agree 



from just behind the young man's shoulder. 


I feel them tense and eye the situation carefully, myself expecting a 
good fight but I am further surprised when I find myself coughing and 
gasping for air - face down in the grass suddenly. 

"Fuck man... Another reason I should be more careful.." I think as 
O'donnel helps me to my feet carefully, obviously watching the man 
suspiciously . 

But he tenses "Cortez!" he crys surprised just as the sound of a log 
breaking echos through the area around us, followed by a hard thump 
on the ground coupled with a sore groan. 

I turn just in time to see Cortez carelessly toss a broken log aside 
and look at me like 'what?' simply and I sigh shaking my head. 

I walk over and kneel down by the soldier and begin checking them 
over carefully. 

"We don't have time! Rose we have to go now!" Cortez insists as I 
check the young man's head. 

"Then you shouldn't have hit them with that so damn hard. Now go 
ahead, regroup with the others and I will follow." I order hoarsely 
as I begin to tend their head. 

Cortez snorts disapprovingly taking a step forward but O'donnel stops 
her, secreting her med-kit away and tossing it into the grass by my 
legs . 

"You've got 2 minutes. If your late - I wont stop the others from 
coming next time." O'donnel scolds then turns Cortez around and jogs 
of f . 

I quickly tend their scratches and the location where Cortez struck 
them before using a shrill whistle to call in their team mates. 

I leave the med-kit beside them with a couple asprin on top and my 
jacket for a pillow before taking off into the trees as a good 
lope . 

I dash through the trees in the same direction Cortez lead O'donnel 
in until I find the group. 

I pickup my packs and re-strap them on before gently bumping 
Cortez . 

"Hey where's my kit..?" she asks suspiciously and I smile abit "I 
left it with the guy you clubbed. By the way - next time, don't be so 
mean with the lumber. You coulda hurt someone yanno . " I pat her 
shoulder and smile abit jovially. 

"You mean...?! I shoulda grabbed a bigger stick..." she grumbles and 
I laugh as Harris calls the group together then we all begin the jog 
again after a quick pack and people check, making sure everyone's 
accounted for. 

The run continues on with little chatting and more determination from 
my team-mates, a thing that makes me smile pleasantly. 



There is even a more playful aura in the air as we run along the 
trails doing our level best to makeup for the lost time. 

Its hard, gruelling and promises alot of pain as we push ourselves to 
makeup the time and possible distance lost until we've made it three 
quarters of the way back do we drop to a quick walk. 

It is a kind of break as we pass around a couple canteens of water 
and some food amongst ourselves. 

Some of our team begin to whine and complain but are quickly silenced 
by those around them for a short time until Harris pipes up, panting 
hard . 

"If we have the energy to bitch and complain we have enough energy 
for another mile!" he quotes our CO too perfectly. 

I suck back a mouthful of the water from a canteen, smiling abit 
before passing it along along with my smile, knowing someone in our 
ragtag group's not gonna let that go without saying something about 
it jovially. James takes a small bit of a granola bar before passing 
it along to another team mate. 

"I think we're working too hard..." he sighs then pops the bit of bar 
into his mouth and chews thoughtfully, afew of us looking at him 
puzzled. 

"Howso?" Micheal asks confused, then I begin snickering finally 
cluing in to James's point. 

"Well... When you start sounding like your boss or an officer. Its 
time to go on vacation." he explains, getting it all out with a 
straight face as he chews on another piece of granola. 

Well that cuts it and almost everyone cracks up into laughter, the 
rest of us snickering. Once the laughter eventually subsides we stow 
the canteens and food then begin running again. 

I keep my eye on some of those I noticed struggling and the time, 

being sure to watch both very carefully and give the odd bit of 
encouragement to those who ' re having a harder time. 

We will be cutting it damn close for the hour and a half mark but its 

just barely doable if we keep this pace or find the energy to quicken 

our pace . 

I don't say anything to the others right away as we continue on, 
since its not a real concern and I don't want to get their hopes up 
right now. 

But for the last minute then it would be a better tool to bring out 
to spur everyone forward. 

I do cast a worried glance to James and the other team leaders as we 
continue along. They nod understandingly , griming up and doing what 
they can to keep everyone going at this pace and even spur for abit 
more . 


"Its gonna be close?" O'donnel questions, slipping in beside me as I 



pant abit hard and nod. 


"Too close..." I muse as we crest the trees and get out into the 
open, seeing the base's walls and the gate in the distance. 

Someone darts past us and ahead of the group as some of the group 
begin to groan. "Come on guys! We're gonna make the hour and a half 
mark! LETS BEAT IT!" Austin manages to cry out as he pants hard like 
a black dog on a hot summers day, running out ahead of us. 

I look at the others and cry out a ' OORAH ! " before we too drop into a 
full sprint behind him. 

The rest of our group eventually drops into the run as well and all 
of us run full sprint the last mile to the gates. 

Together our group crosses the gate lines and drop into formation, 
saluting our waiting CO who is standing beside the passenger's seat 
of a warthog patiently. 

All of us drop into formation together, panting hard but none waver 
or break formation - we have won a victory today, maby not beaten the 
mark for the weekend off but certainly have won as a whole team of 
brothers and sisters. 

Our CO looks us over silently before speaking - calling out each of 
our names . 

Each one of our team replies with a curt 'Present.' until the last 
name is called. 

"Well done. Now, drop your packs there and report to the infirmary 
for physicals. Dismissed!" He barks the order sternly motioning to 
our TI's waiting by a truck. Everyone follows the usual and 
disperses, dropping their packs by the TI's who snap the odd remark 
to either hurry up or other demeaning yapping. 

But I stand fast and instead step forward with a curt salute "Sir!" I 
address him smoothly. 

My actions reward me with a raised eyebrow from him before he becomes 
serious once more. 

"At ease Corporal West. Now what is it?" he demands though its quite 
obvious he and the others know my question a€" my team mates 
expectantly awaiting the favourable answer. 

"Sir, What was our time?" I inquire almost overcome by curiosity 
though I do my best to hide it and keep a level head as I watch for 
any indications from him. 

Though a curt look from him is enough to drop me back into place and 
I stiffen back up. "That subject will be discussed tomorrow in class 
during the overview of today's performances." he speaks with such a 
pointed nature its like I've been jabbed with a sharp stick, but I 
stand fast without a twitch or slight movement. 

My team mates however do not have the restrictions I do and many 
shuffle off disheartened we have lost but I stiffen more and serious 
up, knowing I'll have to do my best to bring their spirits up. 



"Is that all Corporal?" he questions as I shift slightly but stand 
proper . 


"Yes Sir." I respond promptly just as the pain of my injuries from 
the fight hit me, causing me to flinch. 

"Very well. Dismissed. And be sure to have the doctor look at your 
injuries." He eyes me for a moment as I snap to and salute doing my 
level best to not cringe or show the pain of the movement as I hold 
it until its returned then turns and jogs off to my waiting cohorts 
and drop the packs onto the waiting truck smoothly ignoring the TI's 
halfhearted insults and doing my best to not come back with my 
own . 


8. Chapter 7-5 

I can't secretly hold the hope its just bruises and muscle strains 
that cause my pain but experience tells me its not so 
simple . 

"Fooooood!" I hear Mich cry happily making many of out group smile 
and some chuckle. 

"No listening to Ro-se's stomach.. Growling.." James begins but 
pauses when I look at him with a raised eyebrow. 

"You mean **your** snoring." I shoot back smirking playfully. 

James gives my back abit of a playful slap but instead of taking 
after him I wince and grit my teeth, giving abit of a 
grunt . 

"Shit..." I think to myself knowing from the half pause by some of my 
comrades looks, I can tell they've noticed I'm not as uninjured as I 
was putting on. 

"Rose. . . Are you sure your okay?" Cortez works over to my side as 
together we all head into the main building for the infirmary. 

"Yeah I probably just overdid things abit and strained some muscles." 
I lie, smiling abit reassuringly. 

Though it doesn't relax her as much as I had hoped, especially when 
Austin jumps in to scold me. 

"Rose! I told you not to over do it! You should NOT have have been 
carrying all that weight after that fight..." He complains making me 
smile warmly, appreciative of his concern but abit amused by his 
words . 

"Austin. I'm not about to participate in an argument with you. They 
always wind up being one sided. Unless I end it by tickling you." I 
raise my eyebrow smirking wryly, knowing all too well hes been doing 
his best to hide how ticklish he really is from everyone. 

Cortez's head whips around to look at him with a painted on look of 
mischief on her face, many others also grinning impishly at this new 
information . 



"Sooooo! He ticklish!" She chimes pleasantly. 

I can't help but spare a chuckle as I watch this. 

"Very." I add smoothly while smiling sweetly at Austin who continues 
glowering at me. 

"Hhhhhhhmmmm . . . " James coos thoughtfully. 

"Rose! Don't change the subject! Your not getting out of it that 
easy!" Austin persists upset, his face showing his concern clearly as 
he shakes his finger at me. 

James relaxes and calmly puts an arm over Austin's shoulder. 

"Look Thomas, I am positive West wouldn't take any needless risks. I 
trust she knows what she's doing _most of the time_. " James smiles 
warmly and I look at him abit indignantly. 

"Thanks James..." I grumble abit before sighing tiredly as we close 
in on the infirmary. I must give James some credit in his attempt to 
calm Austin down but his words unintentionally fire him right up 
further . 

"That's is exactly what she would do!" he growls abit loudly. 

I walk over to the both of them then place a firm hand on their 
shoulders "Alright I will concede Austin is right I can be reckless. 
But I would not deliberately endanger our group for any reason. I 
will push myself and hard if it benefits my team and the 
mission . 

How reckless is it I took the burden myself so I could be sure our 
team got the weekend off? I will not ask it of anyone else to do 
something if I am not willing to or will not do it myself first. We 
have the weekend off so frankly its well worth the pain in my 
opinion." I smile abit warmly before relaxing abit. 

"Now Austin if I hear one more gripe from you a€" A cold shower is in 
your immediate future. Courtesy of a€"" I begin to threaten just as 
three of our teammates enthusiastically raise their hands and cry 
"ME!" having cut me off in their haste, which makes me 
chuckle . 

Austin however just groans in protest and disgust at the 
prospect . 

"Fine!" he relents as we walk into the infirmary. 

Its a short examination for most of my team, afew cuts and bruises 
but nothing serious. The female doctor who's voice I've been 
listening to for the past hour call the names of my female team mates 
finally calls my name dismissively as if this routine work is boring 
her endlessly. 

"Rose West." she calls smoothly, as I walk over to the curtained off 
area getting my first glimpse of the woman. 


Shes a woman of her maby late 30 's or so, short brown hair, slightly 



pale skin a€" my guess is from working inside so much and she has the 
most striking blue eyes I've ever seen. 

Her eyes are methodical and sharp, far sharper then any human I've 
met in my life which is abit unsettling considering I'm being 
examined rather interestedly by this woman. 

She finally speaks so smoothly but with such command I can't help but 
jump to attention. 

"Alright, remove your clothes and place them there on the table 
please." she requests, going back to something on her tablet 
reader . 

"My medical file I guess." I think as I begin to strip out of my 
uniform quickly and methodically. 

As I strip down to my underwear I notice whats been causing most of 
my discomfort and pain a€" a large basketball sized bruise on the 
right side of my ribs. 

"Hmm. . . I guess that must be from the flash bang. I guess it was alot 
closer then I figured when it detonated." I think to myself as I 
finish laying the last of my uniform on the table, just as the doctor 
finishes whatever it was she was doing then looks at me. Now the 
usual response, which I was expecting would have been concern and 
fussing over even the tiniest thing. 

But to my surprise she does not - certainly an unusual woman I must 
concede . 

She does the most unexpected thing and calmly puts her tablet reader 
down, walks over to a table of medical equipment then picks up a 
device I recognize to be a portable MRI scanner and begins running it 
over my body quietly. 

She starts the scan at my head then slowly and methodically works her 
way down . 

"So how did you acquire these injuries on a simple 12 mile run?" she 
inquires simply, though as if seeking answers within answers. 

Here eyes stay fixated upon the small screen of the scanner while I 
stand there watching her. 

"There was a skirmish between a couple team mates and myself before 
the second half of the run. Ma'am." I respond, standing back upright 
properly . 

"Hm. And what precipitated this 'skirmish"?" she inquires 
thoughtfully just as she finishes scanning my shins and feet then 
stands upright. 

I'm honestly unprepared for the obvious question and have to quickly 
think of a tactical response. 

"Simply ma'am, I underestimated the full intentions of my team mates 
or their views - passing their aggression off as little more then 
frustration about the unexpected exercise. I did not foresee they 
were there to fight not complain so when I threw their complaints in 



their faces they attacked. So I I ramble somewhat as she walks 
over to the main computer, imputing the images from the scan into the 
system which she begins to go over methodically. 

Though it seems she barely listens to my words until she cuts me off 
and finishes my point. 

"So you essentially started it by not being sensitive of their 
emotional state in lue of close team mates recent 
suicides . " 

"Unfortunately. Yes, Ma'am." I begin to nod but quickly stop the 
motion and stand still. 

I stand straighten despite the pang of pain from the motion I get 
when she looks at me expressionlessly, though there is a look her 
next words have implications beyond themselves. 

"Do you want to remain on active duty Corporal West?" She asks me 
seriously, while seeming to examine my every movement like a 
hawk . 

"Yes Ma'am!" I snap with hardly a thought or hesitation, but quickly 
wondering what the extent of my injuries really are. My thought is 
quickly answered when she relaxes slightly before speaking. 

"Why is that Corporal? You see, you have three broken ribs on your 

right side, a cracked fibula on your right leg as well. Three broken 

phalanges on your left foot and a crack in your right ulna on top of 

various soft tissue damage. All in all I could easily and without 

question put you in the infirmary for six months at the least, unless 
you give me good reason not to." she reads off smoothly. 

I'm slightly surprised and disgusted at the implication of blackmail 
but I swallow the lump that's in my throat and stiffen up surely. 

I lock my eyes with hers with steady determination as I answer "I 
started this with them and I will finish it with them. My injuries 
may slow me but they will never stop me. I wont quit, I wont rest 
until my whole team has succeeded together. We have had too many 
setbacks and losses, I wont let my name be added to that list." I 
answer surely and confidently. 

She shifts her posture and sits in the chair by the computer screen, 
looking at me now thoughtful, or maby its intrigued. 

"Even if it means possibly making your injuries worse or fatal as a 
result?" she inquires smoothly, pushing the bridge of her glasses 
back up onto her nose. As I watch her body movements a feeling of 
recognition hits me like a 501b hammer - the medical consultant for 
Mendez's trainees is interrogating me! 

Now I'm suspicious but I hardly hesitate in responding surely "Yes 
Ma'am. If I'll die its not going to be from this." I spout with 
hardly a breath of hesitation though I recognize my words as abit 
reckless in nature and mentally scold myself for it. My words or 
perhaps something else amuses her because I see a slight curl of 
pleasure form on the corners of her thin lips at the same moment a 
twinkle of delight makes her azure eyes sparkle. 



"Fiercely loyal. Stubborn and determined. Interesting." she speaks 
almost delighted then immediately jumps into action writing on a 
prescription pad then scribbles some things onto a note pad then 
stands up. 

She walks over to the curtain and opens it, holding the two papers to 
a passing nurse. "Nurse - have this prescription filled and get these 
for me immediately." she orders, hardly giving the nurse time to 
process or question before she closes the curtains once more. 

"Sit on the bed please." she orders before sitting down in the chair, 
starting to busily type away at the computer. 

I do as told thankfully, my feet and legs beginning to throb sorely 
from having stood there so stationary and tense for so long. 

The nurse returns not long after with a tray of bandages, swabs and 
various other things and two prescription bottles filled with oddly 
shaped pills. 

The doctor has finished her report and placed an IV line into my arm, 
feeding me liquids and I'm not sure what other fluids, but I hardly 
question it when my pain ebbs away and the bruise begins to 
dissipate . 

The doctor looks up from her tablet calmly when the nurse steps in 
and motions her to set the tray down on the table beside my 
clothes . 

Then with the help of the oddly nervous nurse, who can't seem to help 
but stare at my body - she wraps my ribs with bandages and tends my 
other injuries neatly and methodically. 

After all the cuts, bruises and broken bones have been tended she 
gives me full injections of three different and strange liquids into 
my IV line. 

She tells me when I give her a questioning look that they are blood 
thinners, a stabilizer to help my bones heal and painkillers that 
will last me for the night - though I have a distinct feeling that 
shes not being entirely truthful. 

I none the less memorize the names of the 'medicines' for future 
investigation when I have the time and access to find out what they 
really are. 

After she finishes with the injections she takes my blood pressure, 
temperature then checks me over with a stethoscope carefully before 
having me wait while the IV drips the last of the liquid into my arm 
over the next hour. 

Once that's done she finishes the long report or whatever shes 
writing on her tablet and calmly looks at me. 

"Alright you can get dressed now." she orders smoothly while moving 
to stand and my guess is remove the IV from my arm but I beat her to 
it. Beginning by shutting off the IV drips then removes the line from 
my arm neatly. Once that's done I stand up carefully then take afew 
tentative steps to my clothes, finding my joints a little stiff but 
otherwise smoother then ever before in my life. 



"Are your joints stiff?" she inquires, watching me quietly from her 
chair as I get dressed quickly. 


"A little Ma'am." I respond honestly while putting my pants back on 
then my socks and boots. 

"That's alright. Its normal after those injections. The feeling will 
pass after 6 hours. Now, this bottle here is a painkiller, that I 
have found works well for people of your physiology and genetics. It 
will take the pain completely away from your broken bones and other 
injuries for a max of 12 hours - given you don't re-injure or worsen 
them. The other is a max dose vitamin designed specifically to aid 
the healing of bone and muscle injuries. Take two a day for ten days 
then see me specifically and only me - when these both have run dry. 

I will send the paperwork to your CO concerning this." she explains 
as I put my shirts and jacket back on and button them up. 

I nod understandingly as she offers the bottles to me and I place 
them into my jacket pocket neatly. 

"Thank you Miss Halsey." I smile abit warmly before bowing politely, 
noting the slight glimmer of surprise in her eyes before I walk over 
to the curtain and open it. I pause when I see the soldier from the 
forest who was hit over the head by Cortez, tying up his boots. A 
bandage around his head tells me she hit him quite hard, I can't help 
the amused smile on my lips as he turns to pickup his jacket, a look 
of disgust at the bandage on his head written on his face as I walk 
over gingerly to him. 

"How's your head checkout?" I inquire sympathetically, after making 
sure we are similar in rank despite their being Navy and my being 
Marine . 

He half looks at me before sliding his coat on seemingly uninterested 
and dismissive. 

"Its nothing, just a cut." he shrugs slightly with a half 
grunt . 

"Well, I apologize for my team mate's over-zealousness during the 
training exercise." I apologize properly as he buttons his jacket 
up . 

Once hes finished the last button he steps out of the shadows and I 
can now clearly see hes afew years younger then me, but by his build 
I can easily tell hes had some kind of augmentations or is just 
unusually muscled for a young man his age. 

"Well if she hadn't we would've won. I would've just grabbed one of 
your team or you again had she not." he snorts somewhat grumpy over 
having lost I guess. Or maby just the lump on his head from Cortez. I 
just raise an eyebrow then grins pleased as I look into his 
eyes . 

"Can't wait for the next match. Sounds like a good challenge." I 
smile warmly then nods politely to him before walking out to the rest 
of my team who ' re waiting patiently - or not... 



9. Chapter 8 


"Soo?! How bad is it?!" Austin nearly jumps on me demanding answers 
as all of us begin to walk out of the infirmary towards the mess 
hall . 

"Just some minor stuff and nasty bruising. You know me - Lucky 
rabbit." I smile at him warmly. But he glowers at me not believing a 
word I say. Which is good for him, because I'm lying through my 
teeth ! 

"I saw the tray the nurse brought in you liar! Now spill!" O'donnel 
cuts in, stepping in on my left side. 

With Austin on my right and O'donnel on my left I can't help but feel 
abit on the spot . 

I swallow abit as I notice the others watching, all of them waiting 
as well for answers. "Okay okay! I'll spill when we're back in the 
barracks and we won't bother the entire complex with Austin's howling 
and yowling about this." I relent, holding my hands up in surrender. 
My comment gets most of the team to relax and some begin to snicker 
amused . 

Though Austin obviously doesn't find this so funny or a honest 
suggestion but rather a ploy to buy time so I can make something 
up . 

"No. Rose. I want to know now!" he demands seriously, stepping in 
front of me stubbornly to block me from moving on. 

"Then give us your word you wont over-react and make a fuss." I cross 
my arms stubbornly across my chest while looking at him. 

We both stare at one another tensely for a short few moments before 
he suddenly relaxes and exhales relentingly. 

"Fine. I promise. Now what happened?" he pushes insistently. 

I relax and smile at him calmly before responding. 

"A physical." I shrug, smirking abit as I do my best not to 
snicker . 

Austin just growls, looking bout ready to beat the information out of 
me as James puts an arm around him groaning with the others. 

"Now that was one of the worst you've come up with." He complains 
wearily as the others muse agreement, though the odd snicker seems to 
show my plan worked to ease the tension in the group. I begin walking 
and smile warmly "Well in all seriousness, the doctor has told me 
I've afew cracked bones, some soft tissue damage - mainly bruises and 
strained muscles, the odd torn one." I explain calmly with a 
noncommittal shrug. 

"Wait... And the doctor cleared you for duty?!" Sara exclaims 
concerned as I look at the two who I fought with earlier, Fuji and 
Kaison . 

"We should probably get those reports done up before dinner." I 



suggest smoothly then looks over at Sara once they nod and she moves 
forward . 

"The injuries are minor. Its just a hard lesson in why not to run out 
blindly into a open field." I half smile at her. 

"Oh, so you'll actually look before you leap or run out into an open 
field next time?" Cortez snickers, causing some grins and further 
snickering . 

"Now as for those reports - let them wait till after we eat." James 
orders half suggestively as we reach the doors of the mess hall. 

I hold my hands up apologetically "I'm sorry but I should get it done 
while its still fresh in my mind." I explain before slipping past my 
cohorts to the barracks at a slight jog. 

I'm surprised when the other two from the earlier incident catch up 
to me . 

"We agreed that we should do the reports together with you - if 
that's alright. So we are on the same page." Fuji explains 
apologetically as Kaison nods in agreement. 

"Dinner can wait." Kaison finishes quietly as we walk together down 
the hallway. 

I smile appreciatively and nod understandingly as we walk to our 
barracks to write up the reports together. 

Over the next hour and a half we fill them out with the utmost detail 
we together can muster then deliver them to Mendez personally - who 
was in his office at the time we arrived. _Unf ortunately for us._ 

He eyes our reports over seriously then gives each of us in turn a 
earful on our reports and the whole incident for what feels like the 
longest hour of our lives. 

Once its over he dismisses all three of us and we leave his office. I 
myself can't help but feel that if I had a tail it would be surely 
tucked between my legs, a obvious sentiment my cohorts share by their 
postures as we leave. 

The heavy reprimand does something to ebb our appetites but I push on 
and drag the other two with me to the mess hall - knowing we will 
need the food to keep our strength up. 

Once there we quickly get our food and just as quickly sit and 

consume it wordlessly. 

I think back and find it almost funny how well we move as a team, 
getting our food, passing bits to one another, finding seats - eating 

and finally getting up to deal with our trays. All usually 

wordlessly . 

As my team mates finish with their trays and I quickly follow suit 
and I notice Mendez's 'special' trainee's walk over with their trays 
having finished their meals as well. 

I give them a polite nod and wordlessly walk out of the mess hall 



with my cohorts who chatter away like squirrels about them excitedly 
as we head back to our barracks. 

"Those soldiers are going to be a nightmare one day for their targets 
once they are done training. But for now are just formidable 
opponents during training, I had best watch out next time we meet in 
the field." I think to myself as I walk with Fuji and Kaison who 
continue chattering away like a couple chickens. 

Later on in the evening I lay in my bed, being kept awake by the 
faint but nagging feeling that the weekend is going to be promising 
for finding out anything about my lost sister. 

A constant drive of mine to keep driving forward is to one day be 
re-united with her. 

No matter the challenges thrown at me, I keep pushing forward with 
that single hope that each challenge brings me closer to finding my 
last and only family. 

After endless hours of thinking I finally drift off to a deep sleep. 

I barely hear our CO sneak in the next morning to barracks to wake 
us . 

Though hes not as quiet as usual and I am not so asleep as he would 
like to think. 

I tap the button on the trap we have setup in case a TI or he tries 
to sneak in and give us another rude awakening like he sometimes 
personally does. 

But I was sneaky and added a surprise to it. 

After I touch the button there is a series of soft clicks, the sound 
of which make him stop dead and listen confused. 

Then a amplified recording of pots and pans crashing to the floor 
blares over the speakers of the room while the lights suddenly come 
on . 

This surprise causes many to jump, yelping right out of their beds 
startled. Many of my comrades fall to the floor in shock but I just 
gingerly situp and stretch, yawning tiredly as many notice this 
surprise has caught our CO utterly off guard. 

The man is standing stiffly in the middle of the walkway between the 
beds, having nearly dropped the megaphone in his hand - no doubt 
having intended to use it to wake us. 

Then just as the noise cuts suddenly, six canisters of silly string 
unload upon him, perfectly covering him head to toe in a rainbow of 
bright colors. 

I watch quietly with the rest of my team mates as the hissing cans 
unload upon him for a minute or so then one by one slowly hiss to a 
stop, giving a couple sputters of string before dieing out 
completely . 

The last can to go is the purple, giving a sputter of string before 
completely dieing out, topping him off nicely. 



Once the last can has finished the awe of him being covered so 
beautifully dawns fully and the room erupts into hysterical 
laughter . 

Many drop back to the floor laughing in tears at the sight of him 
standing there dumbfounded and getting more furious by the 
second . 

Its so obvious he does not find this as funny as we do by the slight 
tremor and the deepening scowl I can see through the shroud of silly 
string covering him. 

I am one of the first to stop laughing not from being done laughing 
but from the pain its causing me to laugh any further. 

"Alright you juvenile delinquents! Hit the showers then report to the 
auditorium B-306. IN FULL UNIFORM!" he growls deeply as he pulls the 
mass of silly string off himself then drops it on the floor. 

"AND CLEAN THIS DAMN MESS UP!" he barks commandingly as we all rise 
to our feet, many still sniffling laughter but the snickering is 
clearly heard through the room. 

"Yes sir." many of us respond properly though some can barely manage 
a squeak before dropping to their knees right back into hysterics as 
he leaves. 

I am thankful for the laughter so no one hears my coughing or notes 
my taking the medication I was prescribed for the pain - which works 
immediately to my sincere relief. I get my clean uniform out of my 
locker along with my bandage kit before making my bed neatly. 

"That was the most beautiful thing I have ever seen in my entire 
life!" O'donnel squeaks, still in tears as he rifles through his 
foot locker . 

Many muse in agreement through snickers or sputtering before cracking 
up into laughter all over again. 

"That was worth the rude wake up call." Cortez adds hysterically. 

I begin cleaning up the silly string once my bed is made, musing in 
agreement with the others, smiling to myself. 

Mason helps me clean up the mess smiling as well. 

"So that was your doing wasn't it?" she asks with a slight laugh. 

I smile at her innocently "I have no idea what your talking about 
Mason." I respond sweetly innocent as we dump the mess into a garbage 
bag while the others shuffle about getting ready and making their 
beds. Then we too head back to our bunks and begin to get ready after 
she shoots me a disbelieving look that says she doesn't believe me 
one bit . 

Once everyone has their stuff together we line up then march out in 
the expected stoic seriousness expected of trained marines, though 
the odd smirk or snicker escapes when we see our CO outside wiping 
some unexpected glitter off himself grumpily as we march to the 



showers . 


Once at the showers we separate into groups - girls and boys then 
jump into swift action getting cleaned up and ready. 

Its a methodical and well organized routine of shower, shave, brush 
hair and teeth then finally dress for our group then those who are 
finished line up outside and wait patiently for the others. 

I ask Cortez to help me with the bandages which she and Mason do 
eagerly, though I do get the odd scold from Cortez for downplaying my 
injuries to the group, shes no fool and sees they are hardly as minor 
as I made out . 

Mason however nearly turns pale at the sight of them when the 
realization hits what I did during the rest of the exercise by 
carrying all those packs myself. 

Once the bandages have been changed and the old ones tucked neatly 
away I jump quickly into my uniform and with the others march out 
into the hall, gratefully thanking the girls for their help and for 
giving their word to keep it under their hats. 

We jog back to our barracks as one, then stow our fatigues and other 
items before double timing it to the assembly room with our 
teammates . 

Once there we silently and seriously file into the room where our CO 
and three TI's wait for us. 

The TI's direct us to three rows of seats which we file neatly and 
practised into then stand - waiting for the command to sit. 

Thomas Garret - our CO whom only moments before we had covered head 
to toe in silly string steps up onto the stage, walking to the middle 
of the stage silently as we all watch him quietly, there being a 
seriousness from us unlike the chatter and excitement of before. 

He takes a silent moment to look us over, the look on his face 
betrays almost nothing of his thoughts on us though the slight 
twinkle in his eyes tells me hes pleased with what he sees. 

"Sit!" he commands then as one we follow the order wordlessly, though 
the curiosity of the serious tone in the air is almost louder then 
any noise we could make by talking. Though this air keeps us all 
quiet so we may hear better why its so serious. 

Our organized and unified movement to sit certainly does something to 
our TI's since they glance at one another quietly surprised before 
resuming standing by the three rows we are seated on. 

"I will begin this with a recap of your progress reports and the 
events over the past week - including the disgusting display during 
yesterday's training run." he grunts seriously eyeing us over 
seriously . 

I, along with the rest of the team listen silently and closely as he 
goes over our group's progress since we began. 

Surprisingly some are called down and promoted then handed a new 



assignment and documentation on their new specialized training 
elsewhere . 

This graduation of sorts is a big surprise to all of us, myself 
especially since its so left field (Ahem. Unexpected.) . 

Only myself and a handful of others are not called down to the 
stage . 

It certainly is a sore blow but one only as a glaze to the pride of 
seeing so many graduate finally. Then he begins the review of the 
last weeks training. 

All of us listen in rapt attention as he goes over it even going so 
far as to play some recorded videos of our training. 

He has some of us come up and go over where we made mistakes, 
improved, or otherwise did not succeed fully. He as us give our 
opinions on a team mate, their "good. Bad and ugly" moments during 
training with them over the past week. 

I am asked to give my review on Chiron Mcbade who started the fight 
with Kaison, Fuji and myself during our exercise and is still in 
recovery . 

"His progress and performance on each task has been exemplary. Though 
his hostilities towards some command and views on women in general 
are a concern. I do believe he is a fine soldier but dangerous to 
other soldiers due to his insubordinate attitude and temperament 
towards fellow personnel. Over the past week he has become 
increasingly aggressive to female command and other female personnel 
who do not fall in line with his views. He however in my opinion 
would be a good candidate for a OUST however, he is fearless and when 
given a task does not fail in completing it beautifully." I look over 
the small file on the screen then look at the commander 
seriously . 

"Could your opinion of his aggression and insubordination be biased 
due to recent events?" One of our TI's question seriously and I turn 
to face them calmly. 

"Yes sir I could not lie and say his actions have not changed my 
opinion but they have not affected my opinion that he is a fine 
soldier and formidable combatant. But his inability to substitute 
logic for his hormones is a concern that may result in a fatality at 
worse out in the field." I read off properly, being mindful of my 
manor and wording. "Very good Corporal West. Well spoken. Dismissed." 
our CO looks at me with somewhat of a funny look on his face that I 
can't make out but I otherwise snap to attention. 

"Sir." I respond and promptly leave the stage after a curt 
salute . 

"Crewman Thomas - Your review will be on Lance Corporal James 
Harris." He continues smoothly. 

Austin rises to his feet just as I sit comfortably back down, 
wondering what the look was all about. 


"Did I just shoot myself in the foot? Hum. . . Well, only time will 



tell." I think to myself as I listen to Austin carefully choose his 
words as he gives the review of James, who is sitting nearby, doing 
his best not to let the laugh spread across his face from the 
quivering corners of his mouth. 

Many of us understand this is a test to see how our cohesion is - 
test our loyalties and find where our priorities are. Whether they be 
with the team we've known for many months now or the military - 
needless to say my guess is I may have earned myself some marks for 
my review about Chiron. 

Though whether that will be for the better or not I will find out in 
the future . 

I jump from my thoughts when Austin stutters slightly and I smile 
sympathetically, resuming listening to him along with the 
others . 

Finally he is dismissed once he completes his review - getting afew 
pats on the back to build his confidence back up as he sits back 
down, slightly more pale and jittery. 

Our CO now changes the tenor of the assembly to a more serious one as 
he clears his throat bringing up some images of our combat exercise 
with Mendez's group - one of which is the image of one dragging a 
stunned O'donnel off into the bushes and another is a mid-action shot 
of the four who I'd inadvertently wandered into the midst of and was 
just narrowly dashing out of the grip of. 

"Hot damn... Boy did I sneak into trouble." I think to myself as he 
looks us over seriously. 

"Now onto the last part of this meeting - the review of the second 
half of your run yesterday. Overall you did well. Your organization 
was impeccable for preparations and team cohesion during the run was 
excellent. However when confronted with a trap and prepared enemy it 
somewhat fell apart and became chaotic. In many's opinion it was only 
sheer luck you managed to win the match. On a real battlefield such 
actions could cost the lives of your team mates and those around you 
if its not planned correctly." He scolds us perfectly - almost 
rehearsed . 

I myself cant help but agree with him that the whole fight between 
our groups was ill planned on our part and could've been better, I 
could've lead the others far better or started a brainstorm to figure 
out a solid plan rather then leave it so fluid. 

"I must not keep relying on dumb luck alone now a days, it may get ME 

far enough out of trouble but it may not for my team. I have to think 
more when out in the field rather then going on instinct and my 
'funny feelings'." I watch him calmly as he paces slightly then stops 

in the middle of the stage facing us all suddenly lighter. 

"Now. For your finish time..." He deliberately trails off, watching 
us with a mischievous twinkle in his eyes as some begin to lean 
forward expectantly. 

"It was ... Eighty . Seven. Minutes, forty seconds and thirteen 
milliseconds." He reads off smoothly watching as many perk up 
excitedly . 



"So it has been cleared - each of you is cleared for the weekend off 
- On the exception if you want to leave base you will have a escort 
to keep you out of trouble." He looks us over seriously. 

"So who was planning on leaving base?" he asks the silly question as 
we all rise together "I." we respond together and in surprising 
unison which causes some quick snickering and tired shaken heads from 
our TI's who are all too used to these kind of juvenile moments from 
us . 

"Very good." He nods approvingly as the side doors open, making our 
TI's jump to their feet at attention as a mixed group of soldiers 
walk in - ODST, Marines, Navymen, Airforce, Army and a couple ONI 
operatives walking behind quietly - observation I think. 

"Rise and greet your new Trainers. Each of you will be assigned to 
one of these soldiers for further specialized training or 
observation." Our CO explains as we salute properly as one. 

There's afew impressed looks from the new trainers but they otherwise 
stay silent and stoic. 

"Each of you will be expected to follow their training and guidance 
for as long as your assigned to them. They are your superiors and 
such require the treatment as such." He orders sternly before each of 
the 'new trainers' calls one of our names. 

Each person steps down then walks over to their new trainer and 
salutes properly with a quick report followed by a prompt Sir or 
Ma'am. Afterwards they leave promptly, their new trainee in 
tow . 

Those who were not given their 'graduation' papers are asked to stay 
behind then one by one called up to the front and dismissed out to 
the hall where their new trainer/escort awaits. 

When Our CO calls me up I am surprised when he takes my hand, placing 
a data disk into it. 

Just as I'm about to question him he cuts me off. 

"The Colonel wants to see you after. Your luck still never ceases to 
amaze me. Was it a deliberate and planned act that you ran out into 
the field during the exercise with Mendez's students or just panic?" 
he asks curiously to which I relax and smile slightly. 

"Thank you sir. My luck does amaze and surprise me as well. But I'm 
most certainly thankful for it. It was part planning and adrenaline 
that helped me escape the soldier when I ducked out into the field - 
I knew it would've been my best chance at escape and blow the other 
team's cover, hopefully before they were at the very least, too 
prepared to attack our team. Sir." I answer simply and surely. 

"You make it sound all so simple and obvious." he shakes his head 
slightly amused as I smile knowingly. 

"Its never so simple or easy. I just got lucky they didn't have 
anyone close enough in the field to drag me down into one of the pits 
they'd been using to hide." I look at him calmly watching as he looks 



at me thoughtfully. 


"That's good to hear Corporal. Your dismissed." he orders abit 
clearer then his previous hushed tone. 

"And the documents on the disk are for your eyes only." he adds 
quietly before I snap to attention properly with a prompt 
salute . 

"Yes sir!" I snap which rewards me with a nod of approval before he 
returns it properly then I turn and jog off the stage and out to the 
hall . 

"Corporal West?" I hear a ODST soldier question seriously, making my 
gaze turn to them and I nod. 

"Yes Sir." I respond properly. 

"Good. Lets get moving then." he snorts tiredly to which I nod and 
turn down the hall walking beside them as we walk past the 
others . 

"Hey! Boot! That's no way to act to one of your superiors." A blonde 
haired naval NCO scolds me. 

"Ah stuff it swabbie." my 'Baby-sitter' shoots to them tiredly 
causing me to look at him and suddenly note the insignia on his 
uniform . 

"Hes 105th - no wonder..." I note both tense up so I step between 
with a slight movement then salutes properly. 

"My apologies sir. Then would you perhaps mind instructing me on how 
I should've properly handled that situation and then follow us to 
explain to the Colonel on why I'm late to see him?" I look at him, 
quietly polite. 

"Never mind boot." he snorts to me then looks at my babysitter 
snidely . 

"Looks like you got onna the rejects - Must say something bout you." 
he smirks at his insult but I cut my babysitter off smoothly. 

"Well sir. It just means - as a supposed reject I require more work. 
So it just means I'll have more training then a non-reject sir." I 
speak sincerely calm which only pisses him off more. 

"Hey... I guess that means you swabbie." My babysitter shoots 
snickering as I snap a curt salute and sir before walking away with 
my babysitter beside me. 

I do my level best to keep a straight face and not crack up as we 
walk away - at least until we are both out of eye and earshot despite 
my team's odd bit of snickering. 

"Your one damn gusty boot." he admits slightly amused as I snicker 
and smile. 

"Thank you sir. That's a real compliment coming from you sir." I 
smile warmly. 



"Oh? How so?" he asks, though its obvious he knows why. 


"Well your being a Orbital Shock Drop Trooper, one of the insane or 
brave of the military's branches. I would have to say you know 
certainly what is gusty and not. And I also believe being at least 
gusty is required to be a Hell jumper." I answer honestly while 
looking at him. 

"Hm. This is true. I did read in your file you've applied. Certainly 
you have the brass for it, but not the fitness." he speaks 
thoughtfully as we walk, I refrain from speaking when he makes the 
comment, knowing nothing I could say would help as my fitness for it 
on the books is far too low. 

"So what were your plans for this weekend off?" he asks me curiously 
but in a business like manor. 

"Well I was considering doing some further training tonight, then go 
explore the city over the next few days." I answer simply but 
politely as we walk together at a quick pace. 

"Ah I see. Sounds like a real bore." he sighs tiredly and I smile 
amused . 

"I'm a fairly boring person. Reading, writing and being a good 
student are my norm." I shrug abit . 

"So your a kiss-ass then." he looks at me tiredly to which I laugh 
abit . 

"Not hardly sir. I'm polite and proper to a point. I will follow the 
rules and orders so long as they get the job done. I have no selfish 
aspirations within the military concerning advancement or the like of 
politics. I'm just here to do my job to the fullest of my ability." I 
shrug simply as we walk. 

"So if your not a kiss-ass then what are you?" he inquires with a 
slight smirk playing at the edges of his lips. 

"You really wana know?" I ask coyly, toying with him. 

"Yeah. Short stuff." he pokes fun at my obvious height difference to 
him and I smile wryly . 

"Alright then. I am Astrum Rose West. That is who and what I am. No 
more no less." I respond with utter simplicity though the puzzled 
look he gives me combined with the slightly frustrated sigh 
afterwards lets me know he doesn't get it before he even speaks. 

"That makes no sense." he grumbles standing abit straighten as we 
walk . 

"It makes perfect sense once you think about it - I am me . I am 
unlike anyone before or after my birth. I am unique. I cannot be 
replicated nor copied. To sum a person into so many words is 
impossible. There is far more to a person then just afew words." I 
express the words sincerely and truly as best I can, which rewards me 
with a puzzled then tired sigh from him. 

"You sound like a philosophy instructor. You make no damn sense." he 



grumbles tiredly as I smile at him sweetly. 


"And that's a bad thing?" I chirp with childish amusement as we come 
to the door to the Colonel's office. 

"Yeah. It is." he grumbles just as the door suddenly slides open 
followed by the Colonel's growling voice. 

"WEST! IN MY OFFICE NOW!" he barks obviously angry about 
something . 

"Yes sir!" I yelp and scuttle inside. 

"Sargent - wait outside." the Colonel orders my babysitter sternly 
who quickly salutes. "Yes sir." he snaps before promptly walking out 
to the hall. 

The moment he has left the room the door slides shut and the Colonel 
clears his throat, relaxing greatly. 

"I've read the reports on your recent injuries from the doctor who 
signed you off for active duty. I am quite curious what the doctor's 
name was. It seems that information has been omitted from the 
documentation." he looks at me interested, though I know this is to 
see how familiar I am with the person and possibly test my 
loyalty . 

I can't help but feel like the chicken caught in the coop with a 
starving fox. 

"I never asked their name sir." I answer honestly, being as sincere 
as I can. 

He shifts obviously deeply frustrated but he smiles instead before 
continuing calmly. 

"I see. Do you remember what they looked like?" he inquires warmly. 
_Too warmly_. 

I swallow abit dryly but remember where my loyalties are and stiffen 
up . 

"I didn't sir. I was curious what the readings from the scan were and 
what were being written for the prescriptions and my file were to 
memorize the appearance of the doctor to any full extent. What I do 
remember is it was a female doctor, about 5 '8" dark hair, 

Caucasian . " 

He looks me over with an eagle-eyed sharpness, scrutinizing my every 
word and movement until he seems satisfied I know nothing of use to 
him then he relaxes slightly defeated and utterly 
frustrated . 

"Alright then. At ease and have a seat Corporal West." he orders 
tiredly, lightly waving his hand to one of the two chairs across from 
his desk. 

I do as ordered, neatly taking a seat though I do my best to hide the 
nervousness which would normally have me fidgeting. 



"Anyways, the reason I called you here is about the girl you 
reportedly claim as your 'sister'." he begins, while looking over the 
documentation on his computer thoughtfully. At the mere mention I 
usually snap to attention but this - the possibility they have found 
her has me all ears. 

"The picture you gave us along with the sketch that we had done have 
bore some fruit. She has been located..." the words roll from his 
mouth, each hitting me like a ten ton hammer. 

"My... Sister... Found!" I sit in shock for a moment, hardly hearing 
his next words but I force myself through the shock to listen. 

"She is with a Insurrectionist group going by the name of the United 
Rebel Front or URF . Lead by General Howard Graves." he continues 
barely noting my earlier shock. 

I store all of this information like a computer - in preparations to 
use it for my own searching this weekend once I'm off base. 

"What are you thinking Corporal?" he suddenly inquires curiously 
which suddenly snaps me from my thoughts that I hadn't realized I 
seemed so engrossed in - or had I? 

"Well Sir, I'm simply storing what you are telling me and going over 
theory's of why she would be with them, how she came to be there, and 
why she hasn't killed anyone of them yet, among other things. But 
from your wording - It could be said your implying she appears to be 
co-operating with the rebels. Is this true?" I tilt my head 
curiously, not realizing I've done it. 

He seems to find this amusing and just smiles pleased, usually not a 
good thing but if it will be the means to my end I will do what I 
have to to find her. 

"And if she is? Could you lead to her apprehension and 
interrogation?" he asks me smoothly to which I look at him in utter 
seriousness and sincerity. 

"Only if I am the one to 'interrogate' her. Usual methods will bear 
no fruit and I know her weak points. I believe a familiar face like 
mine would ease her enough and make gathering information far 
easier." I look at him speaking with my sisters signature analyzing 
and scientific nature, which seems to please or amuse him considering 
the slight smile that crosses his features. 

"There are some who complain to me that due to your close bond that 
it may conflict with any direct dealings with her. Or there may be 
the risk she could turn you to the rebel's side. Hence why some have 
spoken out against you being involved in anything concerning her any 
further, including missions to find her. The concerns are also around 
possible missions that if you were involved and this was the case you 
could lead the group to death or capture." he looks at me in a 
serious but analyzing manor. 

I cant help but tense at the accusations I could not put my feelings 
aside and lead the group to harm. But rather then be angry or upset I 
instead smile slightly and speak smoothly. 

"Yes Sir those are certainly valid concerns . . . If it were another 



person. It is true I do love my sister deeply. But I will not allow 
personal feelings or the relationship I have with her get in the way 
of any mission. I am a soldier of the UNSC Marine Core and as such I 
will not allow me emotions for another endanger my team-mates or a 
mission's success. I do not claim its so easy as all that. But growth 
does not come without challenge." I look at him surely. 

"Very good to hear. Now - your request to start training for the ODST 
program is denied. You are instead being taken off active duty until 
further notice. Arrangements have been made for housing, employment 
and civilian clothing for this era. You are ordered to not speak of 
your past to anyone." he changes the topic so quickly I'm sent 
reeling in shock. "What?! I'm being relieved of duty?! How can this 
be?! Why? What ' d I do?" the questions run across my mind so quickly I 
have to steady myself as he continues, so I can catch what he 
explains next. 

"This package contains everything you will need as a civilian - 
Identification papers, background on who you now are, bank card, 
everything. Your standing orders are to speak of your involvement 
with the military to no-one. Nor are you to contact your sister." he 
explains before placing a thick envelope on his desk then slides it 
towards me. "Break any of these rules and you will be reprimanded. 
Heavily." he looks at me seriously as I deal with my shock. 

"Now. Do you have any questions?" he asks slyly, it being an obvious 
loaded question but I'm not one to question something I find silly - 
like the encouragement to find my sister then orders to not contact 
her . 

"I do sir. When does this come into effect?" I look at him as calm as 
I can despite the fuzz of confusion in my mind which takes me a 
thoughtful moment to clear. 

"Tonight at 2100 hours. So be ready. You will take the transport to 
the city where you will have to find your new, _**Home**_ on your 
own." though his emphasis on the word _home _for my liking - so I can 
only guess at the kind of shit hole I've been handed to live in. 
"Great. Shit residence, shit job. Can't talk to anyone, not allowed 
to talk to my sister. Fuck... Dog on a short leash fits this 
situation nicely." I can't help but think grumpily. "And what are the 
reprimands if one of those rules are broken sir? By another's or my 
own actions." I ask him curiously, looking at his eyes like I'm 
reading a book. 

A look which he seems to recognize and dislike, but I'm hardly 
interested in the actual answer over how he words it. 

"I suggest Corporal that you not test my kindness with 
insubordination. Now I suggest you take that package and go start 
putting your things together." He orders flatly unimpressed. 

"Good that means these orders are **his **and not on paper _yet_. 

Heh, guess I touched a nerve." I think pleased as I gently pickup the 
package and stand with a proper salute. "Yes sir. Sorry to 
inconvenience you sir. Your kindness is appreciated." I thank him 
modestly as I stand there properly. He seems pleased by the 
performance as he leans back into his chair relaxed. 


"Good. Dismissed Corporal West." he dismisses simply before returning 



the salute briefly. 


I relax and leave promptly, giving the Sargent who's still waiting in 
the hall a curt but polite glance as I leave and he is called into 
the Colonel's office. I hasten my pace back to the barracks to begin 
packing my things and give this curious envelope a go over. 

>But its not gonna happen just yet . . . <p> 


10. Chapter 9 

"Astrum." I hear a woman's voice call my name suddenly and abruptly 
snapping me from my thoughts as I turn quickly to see who called 
me . 

"Late for something?" I find the female doctor from before walking 
over to where I'm standing, holding a tablet tucked securely under 
one arm. 

"No. The Colonel caught a hold of my medical files and asked me in 
for some questioning ma'am." I explain as I run my fingers through my 
tousled blonde hair gingerly as I relax exasperated. 

"Oh? What happened? If your allowed to speak of it." she asks me 
quietly but curious as she beckons I walk with her. 

"I've been taken off active duty as of 2100. Apparently I've been 
setup with employment, housing and clothing for civilian life until I 
am back on active duty. The approach however has me thinking this is 
all a test of some kind, but its just a feeling." I sigh abit as I 
drop into step beside her. 

"Hm. Perhaps then we should go speak somewhere private." she suggests 
quietly, I pull out my pocket watch to check the time. 

"Hm. . . There's still afew hours yet - plenty of time to muck around." 
I think before looking at her calmly. 

"Well he never said I had to go straight to the barracks." I smile 
wryly getting a slight smile of amusement from her. 

"Alright. That's good to hear you listened so well to him." she 
smiles pleasantly as I chuckle abit and follow her the long winding 
route to her office. 

"Looks like my room - Messy with papers." I think to myself slightly 
amused as I look over the mess of jumbled papers, strewn about coffee 
cups and various other office clutter. 

"You can speak freely here." she says as she walks over to her desk 
and begins clearing some space to set her tablet down. 

I nod lightly and turn my attentions back to examining the room 
carefully . 

"Thank you Ma'am." I respond politely as she begins working on her 
tablet . 

"So Ackerson has had you discharged hm?" she speaks thoughtfully, 
more so to herself then me but none the less a question. 



"That's what it seems ma'am. He however gave me orders to not speak 
with my sister or try to continue my search for her. If indeed I am a 
civilian shortly - why would or should I heed anything he orders me 
to do? Outside the obvious orders to not reveal the truth about who I 
am and when I am from asides my involvement with the UNSC." I 
question quietly out loud as I think. 

"That does seem odd. Your questions are valid though. Your thoughts 
on this?" she questions curiously as I nod in agreement 
somewhat . 

"Its a mission or a test and I'm not really being discharged or put 
off active duty. But he briefed me on my sister and spoke in a manor 
that implied I would be on a team mission to apprehend her. So 
there's too many things not adding up for my liking." I scratch my 
head looking out the window of her office thoughtfully. 

"Ah! Here it is. Yes your are on a mission roster to apprehend some 

suspected insurrectionists and a civilian - your sister I'm guessing 
from the description of the civilian. But its not been green lit - in 
fact it has been sidelined. There doesn't seem to be ... Wait!... 

That asshole!" she begins to explains then tenses up as she reads 
while I watch her with total interest. 

"Your being sent out to the city on a mission alright. But your the 
bait to lure her out. Their real goal is Graves. Missions like this 

tend to be one way Astrum." she looks up at me with a minor look of 

worry but I just meet her gaze with gentle, fearless 
understanding . 

"I had wondered about that. Thank you for confirming it." I nod once 
understandingly before looking back at her with a slight glimmer of 
mischief in my eyes. 

"Doctor could you help me with something please?" I ask with a sly 
grin . 

She looks up at me curious but quickly turns to interest when she 
examines my expression. 

"What is it you need help with?" she inquires pleasantly, so I 
carefully explain my ideas over my 'deployment' to the city and any 
possible adjustments we could make. 

She seems amused or intrigued by my ideas because over the next hours 
she helps me work out the kinks and get some backups in place before 
teaching me how to operate the computer systems of this era along 
with their versions of search engines. 

I pick it all up fairly quickly, thankfully. 

Once armed with this knowledge and the other plans successfully 
completed I happily thank her as we go over the contents of the 
envelope together. 

We make the odd adjustment, like on my work and change the 
information back to the official approved ones, like my housing and 
employment . 



Once this is all completed I genuinely thank her. 


"I do greatly appreciate your help Doctor. Thank you." I say as I put 
the envelope back together methodically. 

"Your welcome Corporal. Now just be careful General Graves is no 
fool. If your sister is indeed working with him you may be going 
right into their hands." she warns me seriously to which I smile 
warmly, thankful of her concern. 

"Everyone makes mistakes Ma'am. His and hers will be their flaws. I 
will not lose." I grin surely before sliding the envelope under one 
arm. 

"Ma'am. If you ever need me for anything - don't hesitate to call 
upon me. I will do all I can to assist you." I offer sincerely, 
thankful for her help. 

"I will be sure to. Don't forget to have those prescriptions filled 
in ten days." she reminds me in a somewhat motherly manor which makes 
me grin pleasantly. 

"Certainly ma'am." I nod once before seriousing up then politely 
saluting then leaves for the barracks. The walk - er I mean jog back 
to the barracks is quiet and I have no further delays to my total 
thankfulness . 

But as I reach the doors my stomach tightens sadly when I hear my 
team mates chattering away inside pleasantly, some even laughing 
happily . 

I know the news is going to be a mass dampener on their moods and of 
all times I now wish it didn't have to be now. 

I exhale a calming breath to prepare myself before I push the button 
to open the doors, the sight before me is exactly as I expected - two 
are sparring while afew cheer them on, some pack and chatter amongst 
themselves then of course there's some playing cards with the odd 
trainer mixed into the group. 

"Heeey! Rose!" I get from many which I smile warmly and walk 
in . 

"Damn, that was a long 'talk' he musta been pissed this time." James 
jokes as I walk over to my locker and chuckle abit as one of the two 
sparring skids past me. 

"Unsurprisingly your right. He was. But not so much it took this 
long. That's what worries me." I smile abit as I smoothly flip my 
keys out and unlock my locker. 

I shuffle through them and pull out my old leather duffel bag, the 
sight of which makes many of my team stop dead and stare as I pack 
it . 

I lay out my old clothes neatly over my bed then drop my old converse 
sneakers at the side of the bed with a smack. 

"Rose... Why ' re you packing? Whats going on? Why are you using 
_those_ bags?" Mary rattles off the questions worriedly as I continue 



methodically packing my leather duffel bag. 

I open my mouth to answer as I pack but the Naval NCO from earlier 
cuts me off snidely. 

"Did we get discharged girly?" he snorts amused, getting a couple 
short looks from my team but I ignore him. 

"I am not sure if I was discharged. Its all very esoteric. But I have 
my orders to ship out at 21:00 and I'd rather use this bag then one 
I'm unfamiliar with. Especially in a urban environment." I shrug abit 
as I quickly scribble out a list of things I'm going to need once I'm 
out there, like food, clothes, places to go study people to learn the 
social interactions of this day and age, shopping malls, places to 
work, transit, library's, etc. "Hm. Sounds like a shitty way to cover 
up a discharge missy." the Naval NCO snickers. A bad move then hes 
surrounded by my team, afew of which stand up obviously riled by his 
words, but I just chuckle abit. 

"Go tell that to Colonel Ackerson then." I shoot back and finish 
packing my things neatly. 

"Sir, you've been riding my ass since we met. I have four hours or so 
left. Care to give me that lesson in the ring?" I look at him out of 
the corner of my eye while writing the last thing I need down on my 
list . 

I pack the last of my things then look at him since hes still not 
answered over the long pause. 

"Or maby its that your thinking you will lose to a 'insubordinate 
child'." I inquire in a overconfident manor to rile him since hes 
sitting there smugly not apparently going to answer. 

But my taunt works beautifully since he immediately tenses up, 
sitting more forward as a couple of the ODST trainers snicker. 

A big marine sitting beside him puts a hand on the Naval man's 
shoulder calming him just as he speaks. 

"Big talk for a boot. How's about you spar with me instead?" he 
suggests . 

I watch him lean forward and lift the brim of his hat to look into my 
eyes with his own surprisingly blue-green eyes. 

"Good. Someone who could leave more then just bruises." I think 
pleased to myself "Sounds fine. I wouldn't want to win the match with 
just cheep taunts. Wouldn't be fair." I shrug simply before zipping 
my bag up as the navyman turns bright red around the neck and 
face . 

"Fair to whom? Us for having to hear them or you for when he knocks 
you out?" the marine questions rhetorically as he stands up, the 
words make me chuckle amused. "That's just beautifully said Sir. But 
words alone will not win the match." I smile warmly. 

"Rose! Don't - this guy's way out of your league!" James hops the two 
beds between us and blocks my exit, grabbing my shoulders. 



The concern is etched deeply into his expression, I just gently place 
my right hand comfortingly on his left hand before leaning closer to 
him gently. 

"James. As a civilian how could or would I explain these injuries of 
mine? The best way is to say I got in a fight with a soldier - In 
this case a marine." I whisper secretly before looking at him 
appreciatively for his worry. 

"Besides if I don't spar with one of the best, how will I learn to be 
the best?" I wink, speaking at a normal level. 

"Maby by following orders." the Naval man spits sourly. 

"Well lets go." the marine stretches with a tired yawn, seemingly 
finding this all very boring and tedious. 

But I can tell from the look in his eyes and the slight tension in a 
select few of his muscles the truth is far from that. Hes more the 
cat preparing to pounce. 

I cant help the pleased smirk on my lips as I follow him after 
handing a still very concerned James my first aid kit then tucks the 
note into my pocket. 

"Your gonna need it." the Naval NCO sneers. Cortez snorts at 
him. 

"Maby for you." she grumbles making me chuckle. 

"Ah Cortez.. Lets hope its not needed at all." I pat her shoulder 
while smiling warmly. The walk to the sparring room is filled with 
chatter as I drop into step beside the Marine. "You sure you wana do 
this?" he asks as we walk to the sparring ring. 

"Yes. I have beat everyone in my group at hand to hand combat 
training. I actually want a real challenge before I hit the streets." 
I shrug as we lay our jackets on the bench by the ring. 

"I see." he muses thoughtfully. 

"Go fuck yourself.." Cortez snaps, catching both our attentions so we 
turn to see whats going on we find Cortez and the Navynam nose to 
nose, like a couple dogs about to start fighting. 

"HEY!" I bark making them flinch, but otherwise hardly move. 

"Dump some hormones you two. **Or** get a room." I continue smoothly. 
Cortez's reaction is enough to get many on the floor laughing when 
she jumps backwards yelping disgusted while crying out "EW! HELL NO!" 
before her feet touch floor. 

I can't help but snicker abit myself before turning to the marine and 
we continue to the ring. 

"So boxing I assume?" he inquires curiously. 

"Eree-style. No _really_ cheep shots." I read off in a practised 
manor before opening the ropes to let him enter. 



I note the curt but polite nod of agreement before he slips through 
into the ring then turns around and holds the ropes open for me. 

I slip through and nod politely in thanks before walking over to my 
position calmly near the middle of the ring. 

"Tap-out or Knock out?" I inquire calmly, not really wanting the 
latter but I'd rather see what he'll choose. 

"Tap out." he nods in agreement, thankfully clearing the newly formed 
knot from my stomach. 

"When your ready." he says calmly, waiting in a relaxed position, 
though a keen eye would note his feet being placed in such a way his 
balance will be hard to break and his resting arms are at such 
placements he could easily block or attack. 

James makes the sound of a bell to signal the start of the 
match . 

The two of us immediately begin circling one another. I'm walking 
calmly, apparently defenceless as I watch him carefully for any 
signal to when he would attack. 

"Hmm. He knows its a rouse. This is going to be an interesting 
match." I think noticing his movements relax as he also studies me, 
both of us looking for an opening in the others' defences. 

He must see one because he suddenly closes the three foot gap between 
us with a quick uppercut aimed to strike me hard in the stomach. 

I bend backwards like a reed in the wind, twisting around as I dodge 
then slaps his hand teasingly with my left before dancing away. 

He follows my every move quickly then tries to get a hold of me, but 
before his arm fully locks around my neck I slip out of his grasp 
then slides backwards between his legs, giving him a hard boot with 
both my feet on his ass causing him to stumble forward a couple 
steps . 

My cohorts cheer abit as I flip backwards into a handstand with my 
legs curled towards him like a scorpion. 

"Interesting." he muses as he turns to face me making me 
smile . 

"Being flexible has its benefits." I chirp as he walks around me, 
re-examining my posture. 

I use my sense of touch to feel his movements then at the right 
moment I spring into the air and onto his shoulders. Then I preform a 
forward flip, pushing him into the ropes with the force so I have 
time to roll and recover onto my feet when I hit the mat. 

But as I'm turning to face him his fist connects with my jaw then he 
continues to repeatedly hit me many times while I'm stunned until I 
grab his arm mid-punch then I heave him up and over my shoulder then 
out of the ring onto the mats outside it. 

"Holy Fuck! How the hell?!" A few of the trainer's cry surprised as 



he sits up, shaking his disorientation off before getting to his 
feet . 

"Op! Sorry bout that! I got my bearings off." I scratch my head 
apologetically, doing my best to hide the pain from my injuries as he 
climbs back into the ring. 

"You okay?" I ask as he slips into the ring again while a couple of 
the trainers hold the ropes open for him. 

"You didn't throw me that hard." he shrugs then lunges forward but I 
quickly dodge him then smack the back of his head as he passes. 

He spins around almost immediately then begins punching towards me. 
This time I don't doge but stay in close and work very hard to block 
or deflect each punch he makes. Some manage to slip through and 
connect with my ribs, jaw and stomach but I hardly flinch, I just 
keep working to block each blow and kick he uses despite the growing 
pain. I finally grab his wrist as he try's a punch to my face. 

"My turn." I smile, then run my fist along his arm to begin the first 
of many fast and hard punches to his face and upper body. 

This sudden attack puts him on the defence as I punch and kick with 
as much fury as he had unleashed upon myself. 

As I attack I do my best to find exploitable holes in his 
defences . 

I feign some strikes to his head but suddenly try to kick out his 
knees. However, he expertly blocks or dodges each kick. 

We continue throwing punches and kick for afew more long minutes 
before jumping apart from one another, panting hard. 

"Come on! Kick her ass!" I hear a couple from the now larger crowd, 
cheer enthusiastically. 

"Finish it!" I hear one of my team mates cry out, making me smile 
amused . 

"Sounds like an idea. What do you think?" I look up at him while I 
straighten up, catching the last of my breath somewhat. 

My opponent straightens up somewhat as well, though through his sweat 
stained shirt I can see his muscles are tensing, ready for the 
upcoming finish to our match. 

"Sounds like a good idea. I wouldn't want you to get hurt." he smirks 
amused . 

I only smile more broadly before laughing heartily, despite the pain 
of my broken ribs and copper flavor that fills my mouth. 

"Oh. That does it. I'm gonna kick you on the ass again." I tease as 
we both walk from the edges of the ring to meet one another in the 
middle . 


We meet with fists flying. 



The fight goes right back into full gear as our fists and kicks fly 
past one another and we both grapple one another off and on. 

I keep trying to knock him flat out, but with some miscalculat ions he 
throws me clear from the ring afew times, which in turn I do the same 
to him. 

We begin to even out, matching each strike with a block or trying to 
block and strike. But we never land anything for a good while on one 
another . 

Just as we are aiming to throw the last few punches, both close to 
our limits for this match someone interrupts with a loud and angry 
bellow over the crowd around us. "WHAT THE HELL IS GOING ON IN HERE?" 
everyone looks to find out who spoke, many jumping startled. 

The surprise of the interruption throws my aim off just enough I only 
graze his cheek rather then strike him square in the face. 

But I'm not so lucky, his punch hits me right on the nose, laying me 
right out. "ENOUGH!" the older man bellows after my guess is he sees 
the final shot and me go down hard, right onto my back. 

I wave my hand wearily as I feel some drops of blood slide down my 
cheek . 

"Sorry Sir. I was just getting a good lesson on real hand to hand 
combat." I groan tiredly as I drop my arm to my side, panting out of 
breath . 

"Alright that doesn't require the lot of you! Return to your posts 
immediately!" the man snaps so everyone snaps to and quickly jogs out 
of the room. 

But some begrudgingly do so and even begin grumbling once out of the 
room and apparently out of his earshot. 

My opponent walks over and kneels down, hanging a towel over his 
shoulder after wiping the sweat off his face. 

I swipe the towel and wipe the blood off my face before sitting up 
calmly . 

"I've more then a good enough idea how a punching bag would feel 
against you sir." I joke in a lighthearted manor looking at him with 
a slight smile. 

I notice hes got a decent cut on his eyebrow so I gently use the 
towel to wipe some of it off the right side of his face where it had 
trickled down. 

He catches my wrist to stop me "Its fine. I'll have it tended by a 
medic." he says smoothly, pushing my wrist aside. 

I smile abit amused at him, which immediately gets me a confused look 
from him. "What?" he asks confused so I smile and continue wiping the 
last of the blood off. 


"I am a medic." 


I giggle abit . 



"Now! What the hell are your explanations for that... _Display_? ! " 
the older man demands, doing what he can to not betray his fury, but 
its visible by the red coloration around his collar as he storms over 
to us . 

My opponent helps me to my feet calmly and we both snap smart salutes 
promptly . 

"Sir! It was a training exercise for the Corporal" my opponent 
explains before I have any chance to. 

"A _training exercise_ should not ever result in bloodshed now should 
it?" the army lieutenant scolds us sourly. 

His posture screams 'regular army' so clearly that its almost 
suggestible hes third or fourth generation, which in my experience 
this 'by the book' appearance means the lecture is going to be one 
hell of a pain in the ass. 

The man beside me shifts, clasping his hands behind his back calmly, 
so I follow suit almost in smooth unison. 

"Not usually Sir." I respond simply. 

"So your saying this is one of the unusual exceptions to the rules 
where its a punishable offence to shed the blood of a fellow soldier? 
**Let alone **a superior in rank? Or speak without permission." he 
narrows his eyes at me disgustedly. 

I look at him smoothly, making damn sure to keep him on his toes with 
my next thoughtful comments. 

"Great an LT who twists words and is an ASS to top the cake. This 
oughta be irritating." I think to myself before the man beside me 
cuts in politely. 

"Sir. Permission to speak?" he asks in a very proper tone as the Army 
Lieutenant snaps his seething attention to the marine beside 
me . 

"Save it! I want to hear what the _child_ has to say. Or perhaps more 
lies come from her lips." he snarls venomously. 

I grit my teeth somewhat to bite back my rising temper before I 
exhale a calming breath before speaking smoothly, but coldly. 

"As per chapter 2, section 3 - It is not acceptable to deliberately 
bring or cause harm to another soldier. Chapter 6, section 9, 
subsection .3 - The rules on a full contact, hand to hand engagement 
between two or more soldiers in a training exercise, must be clearly 
defined and definitely understood by ALL participating parties before 
training begins. Same chapter. Section 10 Subsection .1 - Between a 
trainee and trainer or other senior personnel in a position to train 
a lower ranked or less experienced personnel during a physical 
education course or activity. The trainer must be absolutely sure the 
"trainee" understands the rules and possible dangers of the 
exercise (s) before the activity may begin." I smoothly read off to 
the Lieutenant who seems to narrow his eyes further with each Chapter 
and subsection I quote, in irritation. 



I take a half second to pause and catch a new breath before 
continuing in the same calculating and cold manor, doing what I think 
is my best imitation of my sister's mannerisms. 

"None of the aforementioned rules or regulations of training or 
physical education were broken here today Sir." I finish then wait 
for him to process and respond with what I guess is going to be one 
hell of a cutting remark or attempt to get a rise out of me. 

I'm not waiting long. 

"Oooooh. Smart ass eh?! Then tell me Smart ass. What are the formal 
reprimands for striking a senior officer which causes bodily harm?" 
he smirks, seeming proud of himself as he stands up straighten, less 
like a soldier then a proud rooster about to start strutting around 
the ring. 

"Ooh. Good shot... _For a beginner_. " I think before responding with 
a simply raised eyebrow, as if confused by a silly 
question . 

"Immediate detention, pending Court marshal. Sir.." I feel the man 
beside me shift unsteadily, seeming to be caught between trying to 
help me or get himself in further shit with the Lieutenant. 

Just as he opens his mouth to interject one of his companions opens 
the door and steps in - "Sir. Sorry to interrupt this reprimanding. 
West, O'Reily. Captain Myers sent me to get both of you, right now. 
He's pretty pissed." the young blonde haired man says seemingly 
terrified . 

"Tell him they're under arrest." the lieutenant snarls at the young 
man . 

"Sir. Why don't you tell him yourself then. I'm sure he wouldn't have 
you busted down too far for interfering with his direct orders." the 
young man says respectfully, but seeming nervous at the mention of 
the apparently mad Captain's wrath. 

"Wait... Myres. Isn't that the captain who's... Crazy brutal with 
training? Let alone punishments?" I gulp, realizing who the young 
man's talking about. 

"Yes Ma'am. That ' d be him. Now we'd better hurry. He's timing us and 
I'd rather not mention we were held up by Lieutenant ... Uh . . . What 
is your name Sir?" He looks at the lieutenant curiously, who's now 
turned abit pale. 

"Never mind that. He can deal with this then." The lieutenant snorts 
then storms out, pushing the young man aside as he leaves. 

As he leaves all three of us hold salutes until hes out of the room 
and the door has fully closed. 

I jump out of the ring and trot over to my gear calmly. 

Being extra careful not to get any of my blood on my clean 
uniform . 


"Hey, hey! No need to rush. From the sounds of what was going on in 



here. I figured you two could use a get out of jail free card." The 
young man walks closer to us with a broad ' I just lied my pants off 
successfully ' grin plastered on his face from ear to ear. 

"Jenkins..." the staff sergeant sighs tiredly as he climbs carefully 
out of the ring. 

"One of these damn days that kind of shit ' s gonna get you in a world 
of trouble." he scolds. 

I fold up my items neatly before pulling out a small med kit, while 
listening to the two. "Sir. Please have a seat." I look at him, 
speaking politely while holding the kit in my hands. 

He raises a questioning eyebrow at me. 

"I said I would have it looked at by a medic." he reminds me 
smoothly, trying to dismiss me. 

"Uh. O' Kelly. She is a medic. Damn good from what I've heard." 

Jenkins cuts in as I purse my lips stubbornly at him just about to 
start arguing with the Sargent. 

I raise my eyebrow looking at him quest ioningly "Well.. You gonna sit 
and let me tend your injuries...? Sir." I quickly throw the 'sir' on 
the end to be polite or just a brat. 

He leans closer and smirks amused at me, despite being just over an 
arms length away from me. 

"No." he states before I sigh defeatedly. 

"Private Jenkins. Please escort 'Staff Sargent' O'Reily to the 
infirmary to be tended by the doctor." I order simply as I quietly 
place my med-kit down by my possessions, acting like I've given up 
arguing with the man. 

"Disregard those orders Private!" he retorts sharply, turning to face 
Jenkin's, which puts his back to the bench, unwittingly lining 
himself up. 

I apparently move so quickly I catch him off guard when I grab his 
collar and sternly plants him on the bench in a sitting position. 

He blinks surprised and looks at me slightly confused for a 
moment . 

"Now. When I say your going to have your injuries treated. You better 
bet your going to." I scold as I hold my hand on his shoulder, 
forcing him back down as he attempts to stand back up stubbornly. 

I 'magic' a antiseptic wipe from the kit and its packaging before 
tenderly beginning to wipe the bloody cuts on O'Reily' s 
face . 

Jenkin's in the meanwhile - after the shock and confusion has worn 
off, bursts out into hysterical laughter as I keep the 1851b man in a 
seated position with just one hand and a stern look. 

"Now. Don't move." I order quietly as I begin to unwrap a new 
wipe . 



"I said I WO-" he begins to protest but I flatly look at him, daring 
him to continue. "Damn! I thought I would never live to see the day 
anyone asides an officer, would get you to let ANYONE tend you. 
Without being restrained." Jenkins sputters between hysterics as 
rivers of tears fall from his eyes, due to his laughter. 

"Ha. Ha." O' Kelly grumbles, making me smile and giggle amused. 

"Its not that hard for me. I've had lots of practice with _stubborn 
patients_ back home." I speak smoothly as I gently tend O' Kelly's 
facial cuts, being reminded of all the people back home waiting for 
my return. 

"Keally? ! Who? Brothers? ODST's? Boyfriend? Husband maby? ! " Jenkins 
suddenly perks up interested like a small boy spouting off questions 
so suddenly it catches me off guard. 

"Actually none of that. I don't have brothers. Or ever a partner of 
any kind. It was just me and my father." I speak gently, trying to 
stay stoic and not cry at the thought of my loved ones so far from 
me . 

I pour more of my focus into tending the cuts on O'Keily's face, 
blushing abit when I notice he's watching me curiously. 

"W..What?l Wait... Ever?! You mean... Your a... That you've 
never...?!" Jenkin's sputters shocked. 

Making me blush even more as I pick out the bottle of vitamin E oil 
from the kit. 

"Yes. I am a virgin. My guess is between my father being... Well, my 
father. And the fact he hunts, fishes and hes taught me all he knows 
of that. Its pretty intimidating when I told any boys who wanted a 
date, they had to meet him first. Or perhaps my being a good shot 
with a gun may have scared the guys from coming close too." I smile 
gently as I gently dab the oil over the cuts on O'Keily's face and 
his split lip, despite the smirk hes got. 

"I wouldn't be scared!" Jenkin's spouts proudly making O'Keily begin 
laughing as I turn to him surprised. 

"Jenkin's you keep thinking that. Being with a woman that can pick 
your dumb ass off at 200 yards because you left the seat up, should 
be terrifying." O'Keily laughs as I look between the two, confused 
and unsure of what to say about this. 

But seeing no point I shrug and go back to work, giving O'Keily a 
smart tap on the head with a bundle of bandages. 

"Now you stop that! Your lip will start bleeding again." I scold and 
go back to digging out bandages from the kit. 

"Now - Back onto topic." He cuts a 'ruffled' Jenkins off after 
looking at me quest ioningly . 

"Yes, thank you." I smile abit, laying out the last of the 
bandages . 



"My worst patient's were my pet birds. Unlike my father, the 
lovebirds bit. Or it was the size of the finches that was a problem." 
I smile abit warmly as I think back about them, unwrapping a bandage 
which I place on O'Reily's eyebrow. 

"There. All finished. Don't be biting into any hard fruit, or over 
exerting the healed tissues on your lip and it should heal up 
quickly. Apply some oil from the caplet's every day to keep the cuts 
moist and they should heal quickly. I'm sorry though." I ramble off 
the usual list of warnings after handing him some Vitamin E caplets 
before packing the kit up. 

"For what?" they ask together, making me giggle abit before I close 
the kit and look at O'Reily seriously. 

"I'm out of lolly's for you." I cant hold the seriousness long before 
cracking up laughing as he looks at me unimpressed. 

Jenkins bursts out laughing all over again as I straighten up and 
begin using my pressure point knowledge to ease my own pain and the 
swelling of certain injuries. 

"So who was worse?" He finally asks as O'Reily stands up, placing the 
pills into his pocket. "I politely decline to answer." I respond 
simply as I finish easing my pain as best I can before popping a 
couple painkillers with a gulp of water. I put my kit back with the 
rest of my things and look to O'Reily calmly. 

"May I be dismissed to return to my previous activities sir?" I tuck 
my uniform neatly under my left arm as he looks at me slightly 
puzzled, but this quickly turns thoughtful as I wait 
patiently . 

"Yes. Well done today Corporal. Your dismissed." he returns in the 
same 'proper' manor. But then throws me a curve ball by beating me to 
the punch with a salute, an occurrence I thought unheard of and very 
improper for a higher ranked soldier to salute a lower rank. 

I quickly push this aside and salute as well with a slight smile. 

I jog off to the door calmly, Jenkins who's still standing by the 
command panel taps the button to open the door for me, while snapping 
a smart salute. 

"Good Job Private." I smile, returning the salute as I jog out 
heading back to my barracks to finish packing and hopefully say my 
last goodbye's to my team mates solemnly. 


1 1 . Chapter 1 0 

I do notice the hall close to my team's barracks is unusually quiet 
so I begin to check as I jog past marked rooms its the right way 
until I stop in front of our door. 

I lightly tap the button to open the door and as it slides back I 
narrow my eyes suspicious - the room's lights are off. 


"This even the right room?" I check before stepping in and turns the 
lights on to find, it is. 



There's hardly a thing left from my team asides the odour of them 
left just lingering in the room. 


"They must've had an assignment call. I hope everyone will be okay." 

I sigh heavily, closing the door behind myself as I solemnly walk to 
my locker and finish packing my things. 

Once done packing I leave my bag on my bed then head to the showers 
where I get washed up and shaved neatly so I'm more civilian looking 
before drying off and setting to work tending my injuries quietly. 

I methodically put new salves, lotions and oils on my various cuts, 
bruises and my rib cage to either lessen swelling, heal the bruises 
faster or provide general anaesthetic qualities. 

Once totally done and the worst injuries re-wrapped, I slip into my 
civilian clothes once more, worrying them into proper place before I 
run a comb through my hair abit messily then begin brushing my teeth, 
making sure I'm all done up clean before heading back to the barracks 
with my washing stuff. 

I check the time on my pocket watch calmly and sigh abit. 

"Hm. Still an hour to go." I slip the watch back into my jeans pocket 
as I walk down the hall to my room calmly. 

Once there I put my washing bag in with the rest of my things into my 
leather duffel and straps on my thigh bag securely. 

Once I've made sure I've got the right stuff inside it, and double 
check I'm not going to leave anything behind then I sling my duffel 
and head for the doors outside. 

I put my cap on calmly before walking outside and exhales calmly, 
looking things over thoughtfully before walking down the steps to a 
quiet area where I can light up a smoke. 

I sit there calmly at the bench, looking out over the training 
fields, puffing once in awhile at my smoke. 

I ponder the totality of my orders and how exactly I'm going to 
survive this new world as a civilian. 

"Going off what was going on before, I've got alot to learn about 
living on my own." I think sourly to myself. 

"Well... I can only jump into this blindly." I think sourly, exhaling 
a long puff of smoke from between my lips as I look out to the forest 
some distance away. 

"Hey! You there! Civilians aren't supposed to be on base." I hear a 
young man address me as he and what I can only assume are his 
classmates walk over to me quickly. 

I just sigh and turn to face them, with the cigarette neatly between 
my lips at the corner of my mouth as I look at them calmly. 

"Rule One - Never assume. Rule Two - Don't ever take what you see for 
granted." I snap commandingly as I calmly flick the ID hanging on my 



jacket's breast pocket, my rank clearly visible on it. 


It takes the assorted group afew moments to realize the error and 
snap to attention. 

"Sorry Ma'am. We didn't realize." A young red haired woman in the 
group quickly and might I add, sincerely apologizes. 

I nod understandingly , knowing full well no matter the error, in my 
civilian clothes, anyone from this era would immediately mistake me 
for being a civilian over anything else - Unlike back home where I 
was suspected of being a cop or the like. 

"That's fine. Dismissed." I straighten up, giving a quick salute as 
they quickly snap to attention and salute in return before scurrying 
off - a sight that vaguely reminds me of children running off to 
resume play in a school-yard. 

I exhale thoughtfully before relaxing again. 

I stand up once I've finished my cigarette and check the time. 

"Hm. Ten to... Better move it." I mutter and slide the butt of my 
cigarette into the pack before putting it back into my jacket pocket, 
then slings my bag and begins a quick jog - half sprint to the 
landing pad where I'm to depart from. 

As I jog to the landing pad I double check the time as I reach the 
halfway mark. 

"Hm, close to five to. Better pickup the pace. Can't be late." I 
think, grimacing slightly before dropping into a full sprint to the 
gate as the odd feeling of foreboding urges me on faster. 

I jump to a stop at the gate with a smile, tugging my ID tag off and 
producing my Id card to accompany it. 

"Whoa whoa. Whats the rush?" the MP inquires, taking the cards from 
me and begins inspecting them against the computer. 

"I was told to be on the transport by 21:00 sharp Sir. Just following 
orders." I calmly answer, hardly panting as I wait patiently for him 
to run their authenticity. 

He seems to notice something on the computer that causes a slight and 
suspicious shift as he reads whats on the computer, overly 
methodical . 

Then just as I'm about to question him "Wheres your orders?" he 
suddenly demands, sparing a slight glance to his watch. 

I hardly pause to indulge his stalling tactic when I suddenly produce 
them and hand them over neatly. 

He again, is over methodical in examining the papers and just as I'm 
about to call him out on this he hands me the papers back and waves 
for them to open the gate. 

"Alright. You check out. The transport leaves in _one_ minute, you'd 
best hurry." he smirks abit and I grin abit . 



"Thanks Sir. I'll be sure to not be late." I smirk, tucking the 
documents back into my pocket just as I sprint past him in a all out 
run before the gates are barely open. 

I continue in a full run for the only pelican on the pad, which is 
starting up its engines as the last of the soldiers begin to load up 
the last of the people and gear. 

From the looks of things its people going home or on leave for the 
weekend, no one I know unfortunately, otherwise I may have the hope 
they would stall so I wont have to miss the transport. 

But I've no intent on missing the transport - little does who ever 
gave the orders to stall me know. 

I may be in luck as the last two boarding spot me in a all out run 
across the mile to the landing pad. 

I just manage to hear someone holler over the roar of the engines 
"Hey! Guess your gonna have to catch the next one boot!" and some dim 
laughter as the last two load up, just as I'm about 200 yards 
away . 

"Heh. Like hell." I think to myself before I dig deep and as I later 
wonder - draw up more strength to cover the 200 yards just as the 
pelican begins to lift off and close the back hatch. 

Well by the time the hatch is halfway closed and the ship is 10 feet 
in the air, I've closed the gap and with a deep stubborn grunt I use 
my momentum to leap high, tuck myself right through the ever closing 
gap, sliding right through with my bag to land on my feet, skidding 
nearly right into the wall in a kneeling position, panting 
hard . 

Well the previous chatter dies almost immediately as my boots touch 
the deck of the pelican, let alone when I slide to a stop - though 
there is a lone impressed whistle as I catch my breath. 

"Whew." I stand up calmly with a satisfied smirk on my face to find 
I'm looking right into the face of a female Marine, who's hardly 
impressed but more pissed off. 

"Your going to regret that showboating soldier." She snarls at me. 

I shrug and stow my bag before taking an empty seat calmly "True. But 
that's nothing a hot bath and good massage wont fix." I smirk, 
rubbing my shoulder sorely, which gets me a chuckle from afew of the 
others . 

"Hernadez - you saw her booking for it. So technically you'd be in 
more shit. Capt said not to leave until everyone was on board." a 
marine teases the ever angering woman who snaps back at him. 

"What'd you say you piss ant!?" She snarls at him. 

I smoothly stand before anyone else can respond and with one hand 
spins her around and plants her hard into a seat, stopping so my face 
is close to hers. 



"Fighting amongst ourselves will not win wars, soldier." I tell her 
simply then releases her lightly and looks at the two. 

"Now both of you. I'd say to start acting more like the professional 
soldiers you are then a couple of school children." I look at them 
both seriously, crossing my arms sternly. 

"Don't presume to try and give us orders boot!" Hernandez snaps 
venomously . 

"I'd say that sounds like sound advice Hernandez. Rather then a 
direct order." I hear a thick American accent say from the head of 
the cargo hold of the ship. 

The sudden appearance of the man breaks the tension in the 'room' and 
Hernandez relents begrudgingly, though obviously still 
pissed . 

"Hmph... Yes, sir." she grumbles sourly, getting a quick look from 
the man. 

I shrug and find an empty seat calmly and quietly. 

Its quiet for some time until the previous hum of chatter returns to 
the group, while I remain relaxed in my seat - feigning sleep so I 
wont be bothered for the entire flight. 

Its not until someone nudges my shoulder gently do I 'wake up'. 

"Hey you. We're almost there. Wakie wakie." the older man beside me 
grunts tiredly as I open one eye to look at them, having actually 
fallen asleep unintentionally. 

"Thank you for the heads up." I thank him quietly before I yawn 
tiredly and stretch abit without bumping anyone. 

"Yeah... Sure." they grumble abit before the pelican gives a good 
shudder then a distinct thump before everyone rises to their feet and 
begins to grab their gear. 

However I wait patiently until everyone is done before grabbing my 
own bag. 

I do my best to seem tired and uninterested in the goings on, like it 
was all routine. 

"So, where are you headed off for?" A young Asian marine asks me 
interestedly as I fall into line beside him. 

"Heh. Probably washed out on the first day." Hernandez spits 
venomously with a chuckle. 

I look at her suddenly abit more awake, a biting comment gnawing to 
be released from my lips. 

"What, am I wrong boot?!" she sneers. 

"Dead wrong - again." I speak calmly and look back to the young 
man . 



"I'm going home to do some butt kicking. I've been told my little 
sister's running with the wrong crowd.." I sigh abit 
f rustratedly . 

"But cant your parents straighten things out?" he inquires 
sympathetically, but I laugh abit and smile warmly. 

"They are dead. I am all she has, and she is all I have. Dumb 
mistakes and learning the hard way are my life, I wont let it be 
hers." I smirk abit calmly as he nods abit understandingly . 

"Hah. I bet the reason your both orphans is because you Hernandez 
begins to accuse, catching my attention immediately and I ball my 
fist about to clock her but she's stopped by the Staff sergeant who 
snarls as the hatch of the pelican begins to lower. 

"I'm liking your attitude less and less soldier. Hernandez you and 
your team stow your gear. 

Your going to help me load and take the shipments back to base before 
your R and R." he barks the orders sternly. 

"Now the rest of you. Beat it." he barks once again and just as 
quickly everyone files off. I sigh abit and do as ordered. 

Once off I pull out the map and directions to the domicile that was 
setup for me. 

I'm cautious of where I'm going as I follow the map calmly, making 
sure I'm not being followed or going to be surprised by anyone as I 
walk along with the piece of paper in my hand. 

I reference it once in awhile to make sure I'm on the right path as I 
take in the scenes around me. 

New vehicles, clothing styles, building architecture and all the new 
things around, its all abit distracting and curious at the same 
time . 

I can't help but lose focus on more then one occasion. 

Eventually I do make it to the apartment building. 

"W..OW... It's., actually nice. I was half expecting something less 
or... Well... Cheeper." I think to myself as I walk inside and survey 
the main lobby. 

"Hm. . . Okay. Two different stairs, four elevators. This place is huge 
I guess." I continue thinking as I walk to the first set of stairs 
and begin walking up, checking the level I need to get off at on the 
paper and the doors as I pass. 

As I go up the stairs I dig out the instructions on how to use the 
keycard and codes to enter my new residence so I won't look like a 
total idiot trying to get in. 

Once I reach the 15th floor I step out into a surprisingly open and 
well lit hallway. 


"Well damn. This is some nice apartment building. I've never seen 



anything so... Well kept." I think as I look around in awe at the 
design of the hallway before heading off towards the apartment. 

I double check the instructions on how to get in before giving it a 
go . 

A satisfying click and the door sliding open is a nice reward to my 
inexperience with the technology. 

Once the door is open I feel the wall for the light switch panel to 
illuminate the dark room cautiously. 

I do quickly find it and light up the room and as the door closes 
behind me I let out a low impressed whistle. 

The main room has two decent sized couches, a nice comfy chair with 
matching ottoman, a coffee table and down the hall I can guess is the 
washroom and bedroom. Then to my left is a nice little kitchen with a 
f ridge/f reezer , dishwasher, oven, and microwave. There's also a 
decent closet in the hall, which I can guess is for coats and things 
of that sort. On the wall is also what I guess is a tv. 

I lock the door and walk inside calmly then heads down the hall to 
stow my bag. 

I try the first door at the end on the left to find its a tile 
bathroom that has a big tub that even I could lay comfortably that 
also doubles as a shower. There's also a toilet as well with a 
package of toilet paper and afew towels. 

There's two large cream colored bath towels, hand towels, and a 
couple face cloths of the same color and I can't help but think to 
myself how cozy they look. 

"Oh god... This is awesome. Now if only I'd have a place like this 
when I move out back home I ' d be in heaven!" I mutter to myself 
happily . 

"God if only my loved ones were here, this may be a great place to 
live." I muse thoughtfully as I try the door on the right side of the 
hallway to fine a decent sized bedroom with a desk and nightstand in 
the room, as well as floor to ceiling bedroom windows. "Oh... God. 
This is... Just... Beautiful." I muse as I walk over to the closet 
after picking my jaw up off the floor. 

I drop my bag off beside the doors and takeout my new identification 
papers and the wallet I was provided to carry all this in. 

Just as I check the room more carefully - checking in drawers, under 
the bed, under drawers, in the closet and then move to begin on the 
rest of the apartment. 

When I'm finally done I now know where everything is like the pots, 
pans, cooking utensils, etc. 

I go back to my new room where I pull out my old laptop and use the 
docking station which allows me to use it without issue with the 
newer software and software systems. 


I setup the computer at the desk methodically before sitting down in 



the chair with a deep exhale as my computer boots up. 


My mind is aswim with all the things I need to do, write shopping 
lists for what I need. Like food, personal supplies (soap, razors, 
laundry stuff, etc), cleaning supplies, and clothes and shoes. 

After making the lists I getup and stretch abit, letting my mind 
wander abit on the lists to see if I missed anything, adding things 
here and there before I sit back down and begin looking for the right 
shops to find the items on the lists. 

I also look up the different clothing shops (vintage, used, second 
hand, consign, custom, then new) , fast food places, restaurants, 
malls, library's and anything else I can think of to better learn the 
area . 

Then I take the time to learn the pathways to the transit stations 
before looking up where this "new job" the Colonel spoke off is 
located . 

As I dig out the information I was given on the work - I find a 
surprise . 

Its not one job as I was lead to believe but two, the first is a part 
timer for a private detective during the day then at night I'm 
security for a museum not far from where I'm living. 

"Walking distance.." I mutter as I re-read the directions to the 
museum again . 

I do notice there's some small print on the paperwork about my work 
and my jaw hits the floor as I read it. 

I wait till I'm done before reacting fully in shock and confusion 
"You have got to be kidding! I don't start for a full week yet?! For 
fucks sake!" I grumble and shake my head, letting this all sink in 
for abit. 

I get up and begin pacing, mulling over thoughtfully all I've found 
out for some time before I stop at my still curtained 
windows . 

"Well... I wonder how I order takeout..." I run my fingers through my 
hair thoughtfully with a exasperated sigh before reaching over and 
lightly taps the button to open them. 

As they slowly slide open I turn back around and continue my pacing, 
walking back into the room as I think about how I'm going to start 
allocating the credits given me, carefully so I won't be poor as per 
my usual . 

I turn back to the windows while still in thought and the slight 
sparkle I see from the corner of my eye brings me out of my thoughts 
to a sight that takes my breath away. 

The sparkling lights of the city as the sun sets in the distance. 

I stop and slowly take a step closer to the awe inspiring sight of 
the sparkling lights and bustle of the city. 



I almost totally forget about my previous worries as I take a step 
closer to the windows, taking in the view in front of me. 

A feeling beginning to creep over me as I come step by step closer to 
the windows . 

Its a warm and comforting feeling like that of a warm blanket fresh 
from the dryer wrapping itself around you on a cold winter's day. 

I shudder as the familiar and comforting feeling spreads throughout 
my person and body. 

As I move closer to the windows the view of the bustling city grows - 
revealing more and more of the people bustling about on the streets 
as they go about their lives. 

The vehicles move to and fro like fish in the sea. Taxis move 
gracefully to the side of the traffic flow to pick up passengers who 
quickly load in, then the taxi neatly merges back into the traffic's 
flow and off to their destination. I can't help a joyful smile 
spreading across my face as my eyes feel like they gain a lively 
sparkle as I realize this feeling's familiarity. 

"Its... Home. I've found... My home." I coo emotionally as I look 
upto the sky to see the busy bustle of aircraft moving here and there 
which makes me smile more emotionally. 

I've only had the pleasure once before when I spent time with my 
sister in her home to taste this feeling of belonging. 

But now as I lower my gaze to the glowing horizon as the solar disk 
slips beneath it, I have a full flavoured taste of this 
overwhelmingly wonderful and joyous feeling. 

It's such a moving feeling that tears begin to well up around the 
edges of my eyes before sliding down my cheeks and dripping off the 
edges of my chin. 

I sniffle slightly as I savour this wonderful feeling like a fine 
wine or liquor. 

Finally, after many minutes I snap myself out of the trance-like 
stupor and turn around going back to my computer to finish my work 
with renewed vigour. 

As I sit down I wipe the tears away with my sleeve at the desk and 
gently pickup the remote to the television and turn it on. 

I flip through the guide as a 'reality show' equivalent plays out in 
the background. 

I put on a 'interstellar' news program channel - my guess being its 
the equivalent of CNN of the past and let it play as I set back to 
work . 

I listen to it and pause every so often when something of further 
interest comes on as I look up the hours of businesses, their 
locations, and different takeout restaurants in the area along with 
their menu ' s . 



As I finish looking up the information on the stores I begin looking 
up the value of the 'old' currency I still have since now everything 
seems to be 'credits' and no longer hard cash of any form. 

As a generalization I've about 16'000.48CR worth of the old money I 
have with me . 

I make sure to look up the exact values since I do know that certain 
nominations hold higher values then others and so I'm well educated 
on where I can sell the old monies. 

I finally finish looking up everything I possibly can on each bill 
and coin to find I've about 18 '000 to 25'OOOCR value to the monies I 
have and the most valuable is the oldest bill I have - an 'old' five 
dollar bill I was going to give to my dad considering it was in 
pretty good shape for being circulated and also since he collected 
them for later use by his grandchildren and further descendants. 

As I finish the last of my research I sit back in my chair satisfied 
that I know enough about selling and auctioning the bills off so I 
get the best price and so I won't be taken advantage of. Then I start 
formulating a plan on how to do it without the military snooping into 
it . 

But as I look up at the tv and notice the time - I swallow hard as 
the previously ignored feeling's of hunger hit me like a hammer and I 
sigh heavily deciding to break down and order takeout. 

I use my computer to look up what funds I have available to me for 
food . 

I do look into the pay from the military (which 's been through a 
government program to hide my employment and the same goes for my 
benefits which makes me look like I'm on welfare) I've received and 
any additional benefits to see what kind of "special" treatment I've 
received and to my surprise and slight curiosity I have my housing 
and utilities totally covered. 

I also find I've a transportation, clothing and food allowance which 
is what I think quite decent coverage. 

My transportation allowance is a full year's unrestricted transit 
pass so I can travel all the zones. 

Then there's 800CR for both clothing and food for the month. 

I'm so shocked that I've this kind of coverage I can't help but stare 
at the computer's screen in shock for nearly five minutes before I 
snap out of it and pull the second strange looking card from my 
pocket . 

"SO THAT'S WHAT THIS IS!" I blurt out surprised before laughing 
abit . 

"Well that's just great, less for me to worry about I guess... But 
I'll have to figure out which place to order from first." I smile 
abit . 

"Before I starve myself with the choices." I chuckle abit and start 
deciding as I go through the menus. I eventually settle on 



pizza . 


"Hmm stuffed crust. Least the food's the same. I hope its just as 
good! Oh god... What if its better!?" I muse as I set to work 
ordering it happily. 

"Kay that'll be 23CR and it'll be there in 30 minutes." the woman 
says happily as I smile happily, pacing the floor as I talk with her 
on the phone . 

"Okie dokie ! Thanks! And have a nice night!" I chirp happily as I 
hang up after giving the order and how I'm gonna pay. 

I sit back down and watch the clock almost impatiently in between 
watching tv. 

As it gets down to the last 10 minutes I grab my wallet with the 
'credit' card along with my music player and head out to meet the 
delivery guy downstairs. 

I make sure to lock the apartment before heading for the elevators 
calmly as I adjust my headset busily. 

I wait for the elevator as I shuffle through my music for the right 
song thinking about how to study any new customs and interactions 
with people I should know to blend in better. 

"Its always the little things that get cha." I think to myself as the 
elevator doors open and I step on after looking around abit . 

I press the button for the main ground level and lean back on the 
railing as I listen to my music calmly, humming to myself as the 
elevator descends smoothly. 

"Hmm... A mall would be a good place to see people interact... Maby 
parks? What else would be good I wonder." I think to myself 
thoughtfully as the elevator descends lower and lower. 

As it approaches the ground floor I bring myself from my thoughts and 
put on my happy-go-lucky face, letting a grin spread on my lips 
calmly as the doors begin to open. 

I jog out to the main lobby doors where the delivery guy is standing 
there looking at the address to make sure this is the right place as 
I walk up with a warm smile. 

"Hi! Uh - 1525?" he asks my apartment number and I smile 
amused . 

"Yup. That's me." I giggle abit producing the card calmly and tap it 
on the machine calmly. 

After he checks the payment's gone through with a decent tip of 25CR 
he smiles and hands me the food calmly. 

"Thank you!" he says after checking the machine abit surprised and I 
smile happily. 

"No problem. Have a nice night!" I smile and head back to the 
elevator calmly with the boxes of food in my arms. 



Its a seemingly short ride back to the apartment where I unlock the 
door to my apartment and head inside. 


I waste no time sitting down in the living room and watches some tv 
documentaries as I eat the pizza right from the box happily. 

Once the show's over I bring my computer out to the living room and 
begin doing research on social customs and the like into the early 
hours of the morning, till I'm about passing out at my keyboard. 

Its about 02:30am before I decide to call it a night and put the last 
of the now cold pizza in the fridge and finish off my glass of 
water . 

I wash the cup before putting it away then turns the tv and my 
computer off before I draw the curtains and dim the lights before 
heading down the hall to my bedroom. 

I close the curtains in my room and pause as the previously faint 
feeling of being watched grows to a noticeable level. 

I can't help but look around the dimly lit room abit curiously before 
shrugging abit. "Heh... I'm just being paranoid..." I mumble tiredly 
and walk over to my bag where I begin to unpack and store my things 
calmly . 

As I layout the last of my soaps and such-like to put in the bathroom 
on the end of the bed I put the now mostly empty duffel into the 
bedroom closet calmly then has a seat on the edge of the bed. 

I begin to takeoff my shoes but halfway through my right shoe I stop 
then look up confused and slightly suspicious as I carefully examine 
my room, that feeling of being watched having grown to a nagging 
sensation . 

I can't help but begin to wonder about the things that could've been 
done to this apartment for monitoring purposes or the technologies 
that could be used to spy on me. 

"Hm. . . Guess I shouldn't walk around naked..." I think to myself abit 
humorously as I continue taking my shoes off and places them neatly 
beside my bed. 

Then I stand up and toss my jacket onto the back of my desk chair 
before scooping up all the stuff going into the bathroom including my 
Pj's and heads to the bathroom. 

I put away all my soaps, razor, toothpaste and toothbrush before I 
strip down out of my street clothes before I prep the shower so the 
water's the right temperature once I'm naked so I can step right into 
warm water without the shock of ice water hitting my bare skin. 

I coo comfortably as the hot water soothes my tired skin 
"Aaaaaaahhhhhhhhhh . . . Hot waaater and no one telling me to hurry up!" 
I coo happily before beginning to scrub my skin, giving myself abit 
of a massage as I enjoy myself. 

I make sure to spend extra time on my feet before beginning to scrub 
my hair carefully while I enjoy the hot water. 



I wash the last of the shampoo out of my hair then applies a good bit 
of conditioner to it . I think about what I'm going to do tomorrow 
then in what order as I massage the conditioner into my scalp and 
hair . 

Once I'm done I rinse off carefully before I turn the water off. 

I pull the curtain aside and step out ruffling my hair calmly before 
I walk over to the sink and squeeze out some toothpaste on my 
brush . 

I turn the tap water on to wet the brush before sticking it in my 
mouth as I turn the water off then begins to brush my teeth. 

I walk over and open the door to the hall abit to let the steam out 
as I brush my teeth methodically. 

I pace abit as I brush and think about the plans for 
tomorrow . 

"Hm. . . Well lets see - Warm the pizza up abit then do some working 
out.. Pushups, situps, squats should be good to start before 
breakfast, then some more once I've eaten and finish it off with some 
leg lunges and shadow boxing maby to warm up for some Parkour as I 
head off to the mall. Then maby go get some coffee before starting my 
shopping for groceries, cleaning supplies and checkout some of the 
good places for clothes shopping. Then go from there." I think to 
myself while I finish up brushing and gargling some mouthwash. 

I spit it out and look at myself in the mirror, examining my naked 
body . 

"Hm. Looks good. Guess I should grow my hair out." I muse 
thoughtfully as I run my fingers through my short locks. 

"And dye it red again. Guess that means I've gotta get some hair 
bands eventually." I scratch my head abit as I slip a towel off the 
rack and begins to dry off then get dressed into my underwear and 
Pi's. 

After I'm dressed I neatly fold my street clothes then head to the 
bedroom after turning the bathroom light out, I neatly lay my clothes 
on my chair so they are ready for tomorrow. 

I double check everything is okay in my room before turning the 
lights out then I head to the living room where I lay down on the 
couch . 

I turn the tv on and begin flipping through channels to the news. 

I lay there and watch it for the next hour, paying special attention 
to anything about the military's missions or exploits and of course 
anything about the insurrectionist groups. 

Though I'm disappointed by the amount of 'filtering' for public media 
that has been done to all the information. 


"Least the news hasn't changed... Fulla shit mosta the time and 
gossip the rest." I sigh abit frustrated as they go on about weather 



sports and general news reports before the show comes to a close. 


I sit up and stretch wearily "Hm. Wonder what else is on, that wont 
be a total waste of time..." I grumble abit and stand up, flipping 
through the guide to pick out a documentary on how terraforming made 
all the colonies different society's possible. 

As I listen to the documentary go on about how the planets were 
discovered by science then prepared for terraforming I stretch on the 
floor calmly. 

I listen intently while stretching and doing some crunches and 
pushups till the show ends an hour later. 

I turn the tv off once its done then walks over to the main door 
which I make sure is locked before double checking the apartment is 
secure before checking the hall closet to find there's a washing 
machine and dryer neatly hidden inside. 

"Sweet!" I chirp happily as I find there's also some laundry 
detergent and fabric softener there as well. 

I close the closet door and turn the lights right out before heading 
off to my room where I dig out my knives from my bag and neatly tuck 
them under my pillow before climbing into bed and turns the last 
light out, letting myself relax into the super comfy mattress. 

My mind is still a swim with the thoughts of whats to come in my near 
future and all the possibility's before I finally fall asleep. 


12 . Chapter 1 1 

Hello to my readers and reviewers. Well... Reviewer. Thank you so 
much Casel002 I was actually considering that day to just take this 
story down due to the lack of feedback and activity and just plain 
insanity that has become my life lately. Sign or coincidence? I'm not 
sure, but it was awesome timing. 

So, due to the lateness of updates. Here is the first of a group of 
new chapters ! 

I hope everyone enjoys! 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>Its been exciting week since I re-read my orders detailing my 
work options.<p> 

I found out after re-reading them that first morning I woke in my now 
very adored bed, that I didn't have two jobs. But the choice between 
the two . 

Well it wasn't a easy decision. But I chose to be the detective's 
assistant after doing extensive research into both jobs. 

I met the woman who would've been my boss had I chosen the position 
as the security guard for the museum. 

I overheard her all out yelling at another guard in her office, for 



their easily made spelling errors on a report. Her mistreatment of 
the poor man continued for some time before I knocked on the door 
frame then looked in very calmly. 

She proceeded to venomously berate me as I walked into the room and 
placed two menstrual painkillers with the brand name face down (so it 
looks like two white pills) on her desk by her coffee cup then looked 
up at her calmly. 

"Ma'am. Take two and talk to your doctor about that stick jammed in 
your ass. Your compassionate nature is being affected negatively." I 
told her before smiling warmly then left her office with the man 
snickering as her face flushed angrily. 

It wasn't till later at the mall I literally bumped into the man with 
some of the other workers from the museum as I was coming out of the 
bookstore - that I found out how furious she really was about my 
comments and the pills I left her. 

"It was the most ballsy move I've seen someone - **anyone** pull off 
to cease her abuse. Though after she read what those pills were - I 
beat a hasty exit because things started flying in her office." the 
man explains cheerily making me chuckle abit after the usual 
apologies for us bumping into one another. 

"Well I am sorry you have to go through that - the woman should be 
fired for her abusive and unprofessional attitude." I sigh tiredly as 
I put the "beginners cooking" book I just bought away into my 
sidebag . 

"Well I should introduce my friends here. To my right is Lu . Beside 
him is Juan. Then to my left is Kay and Yue . Then of course I'm 
Stuart." he motions to the mostly Asian cast around him and I smile 
nodding politely to them. 

"My name's Rose." I smile warmly. 

"Hey wana join us for a drink?" Kay asks happily, almost verbally 
pushing Stuart, Juan and Lu out of the way which makes me 
chuckle . 

"That sounds like a great idea." I smile and begin walking with 
them. 

"So you been here long?" she asks curiously, stepping in beside me 
interestedly . 

"Long enough to know I'm out of my element here. I'm more comfortable 
in backwoods and forests." I admit honestly. 

"Oh? Where are you from?" Stuart inquires curiously making me smile 
fondly, being damn thankful I'd done some research into Earth earlier 
on in the week. 

"Earth." I shrug simply walking with them, reminding myself to be 
mindful of what and how much I say to other people. 

"So how long have you all been working for the museum?" I change the 
topic abit unsurely - making it seemingly clear talking about home is 
painful . 



Well this is obviously picked up as the others shift abit and Yue 
speaks in a modest, almost shy voice. 

"Well Stuart's been there the longest - going on 15 years but myself, 
Kay and Lu have been working 8 and Juan started 3 years ago." she 
reads off and I smile abit pleasantly. 

The conversation continues on and picks up abit more cheerily as we 
walk to the bar where we head in and enjoy some drinks. 

I buy the first round of beer and drinks, then Stuart has his turn, 
then Lu, Juan and the girls as it comes their turn. 

Then we do it over again and again, enjoying the various 
conversations we begin but never fully finish before getting side 
tracked on something else. 

The rest of the day I spend at the bar with them till everyone's 
pretty much stumbling, slurring and otherwise done drinking for the 
night . 

I pay for the last rounds and head out with them - the lot of us 
laughing and still chatting merrily. 

I help them get Stuart to the transit station before saying my 
goodbyes happily then I head off on my train heading back home. 

Its not long before I walk through the door of my apartment with that 
pleased smirk still taped on my lips as the door closes behind me. 

I walk right over to the bathroom and strip out of my clothes after 
getting the shower going to warm up. 

I leave them on the floor in a pile before stepping into the shower 
and beginning to wash up merrily humming to myself with a good buzz 
from all the alcohol I've drank. 

"Well two more days till work begins." I think to myself as I rinse 
the shampoo from my hair. 

I finish my shower shortly after getting in then I dry myself off and 
don't bother putting my pj's on as I head off and climb into 
bed . 

Its been about two years since I last started my job at the 
detective's firm as an assistant then I quickly rose to help out 
investigating cases when he became overloaded. 

I also proved my skills as an investigator were more then capable in 
cases previous - even as he admitted outdoing "my master's" own 
skills . 

The latest development has been my first few missions off world to 
Eridanus Secondus to look up a missing child lead. 

Unhappily for the parents I had to notify them to the news it was 
false and their beloved child had indeed succumb to illness and was 
dieing in the hospital. 



The child had indeed not been kidnapped as they so prayed and the 
sudden turn of personality and health was all due to the disease the 
child had contracted unfortunately. 

The parents were understandably distraught at my findings as I laid 
them on the table regretfully. 

As I explained to them I had my own regrets that I couldn't even dig 
up the slightest hint of anything out of place or anything fishy to 
continue investigating but with a full month and a half of nothing 
but legitimate dead ends I had to call the investigation 
' unsolvable ' . 

As I worded it to them, but officially I called it case closed and 
the child was in the hospital dieing. 

As I sit on the transport going home to my apartment building I can't 
shake that scene of the parents reactions when I gave them the 
heartbreaking news . 

The mother had broken down into babbling sobs of hopelessness and the 
father had taken my shoulders and looked at me with tears brimming 
around his hazel eyes that begged... No. Pleaded with me it all 
wasn't true. 

Their reactions have haunted me the entire way back to Reach - 
something I may never forget in all my life. 

I step off the transport train then heads down the street to my 
apartment building where I ride the elevator alone and in silence all 
the way to my apartment . 

Once there I eagerly open the door - happy to be home on vacation for 
awhile so I can recover from this latest case which has taken so much 
of my sleep and energy. 

"First things first! Shower! Food, then my cozy bed!" I think to 
myself as I step into my dimly lit apartment to find the tv is on - 
when I am positive I had left it off and no one else I know here has 
access to it. 

I immediately set my duffel down inside the door, pulling my handgun 
out with my free hand cautiously as I scan the room for threats. 

I silently flick my safety off and begin to check my apartment's main 
room carefully before I move closer to the hallway's entrance after 
locking the door behind myself so I wont be snuck up on. 

I cautiously peak around the corner into the hallway to find its too 
dark to see a bloody thing. 

I internally sigh as I step out cautiously to flick the lights on for 
the hallway but only manage to look at them just as I'm about to turn 
them on. 

Out of the corner of my eye I see a much larger shadowy figure come 
up fast before everything goes dark after a short burst of sharp pain 
to my jaw from the side. 


I jump wide awake to find I've rolled right off my couch onto the 



floor hard. 


"Where the! huh...? Oh..." I blink confused abit finding its now 
daytime and my bag is now on the chair like it'd been placed there 
and I'd been laid on the couch to sleep. 

"Was... I dreaming...?" I wonder as I rub my head confused. 

"But... How?" I wonder for afew minutes before I rise to my feet, 
lost in my confused stupor. 

I walk over to my bag to check it and I find there's a little note 
resting on top of it. 

"Hm? Whats this?" I gently pick it up before moving my bag to the 
side of the chair and sits down to read the note. 

_Dear Rose,_ 

><em>Sorry the conversation in the car wasn't more stimulating that 
you fell asleep. Don't worry about sending in the reports on your 
last assignment to me. Enjoy your time off!<em> 

><em>~ Francis<em> 

_PS: Best of luck tracking your sister down! Your files are so 
organized and detailed!_ 

"_KUSO_! Now he's making fun of me!" I curse out loud, sitting back 
in the chair as I look at the note unhappily. 

"I was not!" I hear his familiar voice retort in mock hurt from 
behind me. Though its obvious hes trying not to laugh. 

I jump to my feet with a yelp, spinning around to face him surprised 
and blushing lightly, embarrassed. 

"I figured I would stop by to check on you since you weren't 
answering your phone." he chuckles abit looking at me with a amused 
smirk . 

I shake the surprise off enough then begins to straighten myself out 
abit . 

"By the way, did you ever entertain the thought of cutting down on 
the junk food." he teases me about my weight. 

I look at him abit confused then I give him a amused yet flat 
look . 

"Only for a second. But an extra pound of weight here or there to 
carry wont hurt... You." I tease back. 

"Oh har har ! " he laughs abit as I walk over to the panel to push the 
button to open the curtains. 

"So. Are you feeling better? That was some yelp you gave." he asks, 
watching me - his face turning to that of a concerned friend. 

I nod abit and walk over to the windows to look out over the city 
quietly in thought of how to answer. 



"It was just a bad dream. I tend to have them once in awhile." I 
smile abit warmly at his reflection in the glass. 


I look up to the slight wispy formations of clouds in the sky to see 
large, organic looking ships come into view and as I bring my vision 
down I see a burning city. 

I hear the screams of few people just before beams of light begin to 
come down and burn everything to glass as I stand in the burnt out 
remains of the apartment. 

"Rose...?" I hear Francis's concerned voice through the vision and as 
I blink while turning to face his voice startled the vision 
disappears and I'm back in reality the city normally bustling about 
outside the window. 

Though the tingling of the beam's power is still tickling my skin - 
giving me goosebumps. 

"Hey. Are you sure your okay? You looked like you just saw something 
horrible." he asks worriedly. 

"Yes. I am fine." I smile warmly, trying to ease his concern. 

"I thought I saw my father in one of the rooms. But - hes long dead. 

I am sorry for worrying you. And thank you for bringing me home." I 
smile apologetically as he relaxes somewhat seeming to 
understand . 

"Well I guess we all have ghosts." he mutters quietly, scratching his 
head abit before nodding understandingly . 

"Its fine. I couldn't wake you when we arrived so I carried you up 
here." he explains walking towards my chair then flips around and 
sits down with a wry grin on his face. 

"So! You ever gonna take a guess on how I found out about your 
sister? - Siorai West." he asks me mischievously, smirking 
impishly . 

"I thought it was because your one of the best detectives in the 
business?" I stroke his ego abit as I walk to the kitchen to get some 
water boiling to make tea. 

"Well, yes I am!" He chuckles jovially and I smile at him knowingly 
as I pass. 

"And you have also been snooping around on my computer." I say 
smoothly, his smug expression turns to interested thought making me 
giggle . 

"So. You were aware... Interesting." he muses thoughtfully as I laugh 
amused . 

"Nope. Just a hunch." I muse as I put the kettle on to boil then 
walks back to the couch and sits down as he smacks his forehead - 
realizing he just fell for a basic trick of our trade. 

"Nicely played." he admits, verbally kicking himself as I giggle 
abit . 



"In all seriousness. I guess you know now that I am going to go soon 
to look for her with the ship I bought." I explain. This brings him 
back to our serious topic quite quickly as he looks at me. 

"I sort of figured, once the repairs and upgrades you've got going 
are done. But the real question is - how are you going to man that 
ship yourself with no AI and not even a skeleton crew?" he looks at 
me seriously as I lean back abit wearily, obviously having wondered 
this myself as well. 

This question has honestly been eating at me - I learned basic 
understandings of star-maps and charts, but navigation is something 
far beyond my skills. 

Then to top it off I've barely enough hours in a pelican's flight 
simulator to get one of those off the ground without crashing on 
landing let alone fly a starship effectively. 

I sigh reluctantly "I'll be honest. I don't fucking know. All I know 
is its going to be dangerous. Then to top off risking the crew's 
lives - on a mission I couldn't trust to complete strangers, I don't 
want to consider what would happen to the ship's AI if we were 
boarded by Insurrectionists. Or pirates." I admit to him my worries 
honestly concerned and sounding like my hope is all I'm going on and 
its running thin. 

"Sounds like a dangerous trip. A one way trip." he says looking at me 
thoughtfully as I smile faintly, looking near tears and 
hopelessness . 

"Well the last I managed to dig up was some information she was _in 
the care of_ General Graves. And from all I've dug up on the man - 
hes not one to take lightly. He's got the mind for strategy, combat 
experience I could only dream of, tools at his disposal I can only 
have nightmares of and my only surviving kin in who knows what 
situation. Oh and hes damn near impossible to find." I read off as I 
lay my head back against the wall with a dull thud, 
frustrated . 

"Though hes still a criminal - a mastermind. But a criminal none the 
less and those haven't changed too much over time. So his basic 
needs, drives, and personal motives should leave crumbs to find him. 
Hopefully before the UNSC does." I grumble abit then sighs 
heavily . 

I listen as the chair squeaks while Francis leans back in it. 

I look up at him when hes been silent for quite some time - he looks 
deep in thought, contemplating some very serious matter to himself 
that's very complex. 

"Rose..." he finally calls my name, making me jump abit tense. 

"Y... Yes?" I respond carefully, though very curious as he seems to 
cringe as he seems to think about his words carefully. He seems 
unable to pull himself from his mental fix over a good while so I 
smile understandingly and stands up. 


"Would you like some tea?" I ask sympathetically while smoothing my 



outfit as he snaps from his thoughts, confused at first then he 
smiles sheepishly. 

"Please. That is something about you that still puzzles me." he 
smiles abit warmly as I nod and begin walking to the kitchen. 

"And what is that?" I ask warmly as I begin to setup a tray with the 
honey and sugar for the tea. 

"You always know the right time to offer tea." he chuckles from the 
living room and I smile as I bring the cups down and place them on 
the tray on the counter. 

"That's because I can read minds." I say abit cheekily before 
giggling abit, hearing a slight chuckle from him before our 
conversation falls silent and he resumes his mental argument with 
himself as I get the tea ready along with some small sandwiches and 
digs out my home made tea cookies while the water boils. 

"Rose... What are your goals to all this craziness to find your 
sister?" he suddenly asks, standing at the end of the counter staring 
at me . 

I jump startled and squeaks "My goodness Francis! Please don't do 
that..." I gasp abit, placing my hand over my heart as it 
pounds . 

"Oh. I'm sorry Rose. I didn't mean to startle you like that." he 
apologizes gently as I calm myself. 

Once I'm calm enough I place my hands on the edges of the counter 
staring abit seriously at the wall. 

"She's all I have. And if I were in _ANY_ trouble she would come 
charging in to help me. I cant let her down. Not now when she's in 
trouble." I look at him sincerely. 

Though my answer seems to confirm something for him - but I'm 
guessing its a grim confirmation since he closes the gap between us, 
taking ahold of my shoulders firmly. 

I gulp surprised by his sudden seriousness, combined with his 
physical contact - a still alien thing for me in any form. 

The look in his eyes tell me that he's deeply concerned for me but 
also having come to a stubborn conclusion that I wont leave - he wont 
let me, then as if to banish any doubts... 

"Rose. You can't do this alone. This isn't like the world you're 
from. Even then you would've needed help! I wont let you!" he looks 
at me firmly as his words are so definite, they remind me of orders 
from a commanding officer **((** _Note from author: He knows all 
about Rose and her past via his own work to look into her so he'd 
know more about who he was hiring. Well, being forced to hire by 
Ackerson. So, he didn't let much get in the way of finding out why 
and never hid it from her when she went for the interview. _ **))** 

I never did like taking orders and I have a defiant streak running 
through me so surely, his telling me I can't do something only 
strengthens my resolve to do it. 



"And that is why I'm coming with you. I will find the AI and some 
trusted people for the crew. But he begins to tell me as I stand 
there in shock for afew moments until I collect myself and gently 
smile . 

"Francis. I ' d be happy to have you on board, but how about we sit and 
talk over the requirements for other crew members along with the 
other details. Over standing here like this. There will be alot to 
discuss." I smile happily and warmly at him, relieved that I will 
have such a good friend with me on this delicate and possibly one-way 
mission . 

He processes my words for only a moment then releases his tight grip 
on my arms before nodding once in agreement. 

I then smile and finish getting the tea ready before following him to 
the living room where we both sit and spend the entire day going over 
the details of the mission, crew requirements and ideas on some 
people then many MANY other finer details into the long hours of the 
night . 

By the end of it all we have the budget worked out, detailed ideas on 
the required crew members, ship supply and 'additions/modification' 
lists for the ship itself. 

Then of course, importantly an idea on the type of AI we will need 
ideally for the mission - but not a clue on how to procure on. 

After dinner, which I insisted he stay for before going home himself, 
I see him off to his car safely before going back upto the 
apartment . 

My mind is still abuzz of all the things we have spent the day 
discussing I hardly notice that the apartment door was unlocked when 
I return. 

But the sound of the news on the tv jars me back to reality in a 
hurry . 

I cautiously step into the apartment and try spirit into the kitchen 
to retrieve some kind of weapon - but I'm met by a large framed man 
who looks at me seriously before grabbing my arm then practically 
carries me to the open part of the living room floor where he throws 
me down with a jarring thud, making me thankful I'm lucky enough not 
to bite my lip or tongue. Else the jarring of my teeth might've gone 
right through. 

"Lock the door." an older man orders, walking out from the hallway 
with my old journal that I had written in for my sister's eyes 
only . 

I notice the drapes have been conspicuously shut and a strange device 
is sitting on my table - looking much like a weird mechanical sugar 
pot than a concentrated electronic disabling device. 

If I remember correctly from a program I had watched some time 
before, it is used to disable hidden surveillance 
equipment . 



"Insurrectionists or mercenaries!" I realize silently as I watch the 
man flip through the journal quietly while I stand back up watching 
the larger man storm back over to me frowning displeased. 

"I'd suggest you stay seated. He tends to get abit rough." the man 
reading my journal comments calmly as I duck the larger man's massive 
hand then ducks for the kitchen. 

I make it halfway before the large man hits my back with one large 
hand, throwing me to the ground hard enough to undoubtedly leave 
bruises before he picks me up by my ankle painfully hard then drops 
me back in the spot he had before with a grunt. 

I watch the two men carefully as I sorely right myself trying to 
think quickly of what to do, now that I know the big man is 
surprisingly far faster then I am. 

I begin to get up into a kneeling position to stand but the large man 
forcibly places his hand on my shoulder then 'sits' me back down 
roughly . 

The man reading the journal suddenly snaps it closed then places it 
on the side table neatly. 

"So. Your the one who has the commander's nervous." he says coolly 
unimpressed. "Stand up!" he orders. 

But I just defiantly cross my legs and arms looking up at him 
unhappily. "First its sit - stay. Now up? I'm not a trained dog. I 
don't do orders from anyone. Let alone a common house invader like 
you." I spit sourly. 

The large man raises an eyebrow slightly as he walks around to my 
side and looks at the man who gives a short nod which is followed by 
the unmistakeable snapping sound of a stun rod being extended. 

It hits my back so quickly I've no time to react as I'm sent 
sprawling forward as the rod sends a very painful amount of voltage 
through my body, making me yowl. 

I don't have any time to recover when it stops, before the man picks 
me up by the back of my neck, holding me off the floor so the older 
man can examine me carefully - which he does in detail. 

"And here I had figured there would be more to you considering the 
trouble and fuss they had made over it not being so easy for us to 
kill you. Hmpf..." he grunts then draws a pistol from his jacket as I 
clench my teeth about to spit a sour comment as I begin to fight but 
the other man drives the rod at full charge into my back. 

I cry out in pain as it tenses all my muscles against my orders, 
making it painfully impossible for me to move or focus fully on 
anything else. 

"GOD DAMNIT! I'm a sitting duck... An easy kill for these two! I've 
got to do something!" I think frantically, as I watch the muzzle of 
the gun come up to the side of my head while I glare at the older man 
defiantly and grits my teeth cutting my cry off despite the great 
pain I'm in . 



Suddenly, just before hes about to dispatch me, the door is forced 
open and two flashbangs come sailing into the room. 

Upon catching the glimpse of them I feel a great wash of relief come 
over me before I squeeze my eyes shut so I'm not as blinded by the 
light as the two will hopefully be. 

I expect to be dropped by the man holding me when the flashbangs 
detonate, but contrary to that he pulls me in close, locking his 
whole forearm around my neck tightly, beginning to crush my 
throat . 

It happens so quickly between the rod being dropped and being choked 
I cannot react until my body gives way to my commands, which are to 
claw his eyes out. 

I begin to fight viciously - clawing his face and eyes, kicking any 
of the soft spots I can. But its no use. No matter how much I claw 
and kick he holds tighter, despite my ears still ringing and my 
eyesight recovers enough I make out the shape of the older man who's 
in a blind standoff with what looks like armed police or marines. 

I plant afew well placed kicks to his head and jaw which throws him 
sprawling to the floor then I kick the man's knees who's holding me 
to signal them to shoot before lifting myself up abit . 

There's a satisfying howl of pain and two thumps as his knees are 
shot out before we fall to the floor. 

I use my legs to prevent him from trying to crush me under his weight 
and instead we land on our sides. 

Despite all this, he still has a strong grip on my throat while I 
continue kicking and clawing him furiously until he tightens once 
more making, quickly growing black spots begin to cloud my 
vision . 

Just before my sight's fully engulfed I feel someone move in quickly, 
shortly after we hit the floor then there's a pause and the faint 
sound of a shotgun chambering a round before I'm released and quickly 
drug off away from the two to safety. 

Immediately I begin gasping and coughing for air before someone puts 
a oxygen mask over my mouth holding it there while I cough violently 
and gasp, holding my painful neck. 

As my sight and hearing finishes recovering, I begin to breathe abit 
easier seeing I'm not in my apartment but in the hallway across from 
my apartment . 

"You may want to have a look at this." a definite marine says 
seriously to the marine beside me. 

I see a slightly familiar nod before the person follows them back 
into the apartment as I lean up against the wall and rub my neck, 
taking the mask off. 


A medic comes over and kneels down beside me calmly, beginning to 
check me over. 



"Can you talk?" she asks me as she checks my back carefully. 


I recognize the voice surprised "Davies! A medic... Huh." I think as 
I lean back up against the wall and smile abit when she's done. 

"Yes Ma'am." I manage to answer very hoarsely before she gives me a 
drink of water. 

"More will come to kill you, you damn monster! Your luck will run 
out!" the old man spits furiously as he and the now drugged up, large 
young man are forced from the apartment in restraints. 

"You call me a monster so surely. Is that from personal experience or 
just the fact you see one every morning when you look in the mirror." 
I spit back just as venomously. 

"Well it certainly sounds like your fine." Davies chuckles after 
finishing her checks . 

"You'll have nasty bruises all over and burns on your back. But 
asides that your fine. Your one damn lucky person." she pats my 
shoulder abit as I take another drink from the water nodding 
thankfully . 

One of the two who walked into my apartment before now come out and 
walks over to us, looking down at Davies. 

"So whats the news?" the man asks seriously, watching as she stands 
up to answer calmly, then nearly steps back surprised when I do the 
same sorely. 

"All clear. No serious harm. Just some bruising and decent burns from 
the stunrod." she reads off properly as I drink from the water bottle 
again calmly, ignoring his surprise at my being able to 
stand . 

Though if he felt what I'm feeling he wouldn't be surprised - I'm 
more then pissed and driven to get answers, the pain of my body has 
taken a backseat now that I'm not fighting for my life. 

"Alright." he looks me over as I finish the bottle off and look at 
him with an unimpressed 'what?' on my face for his staring. 

He then takes her aside and begins whispering to her as I look over 
the old man and his companion very carefully. 

"Those are not meres... But they don't seem like Innies from Graves's 
group..." I look them over thoughtfully. 

"What are you staring at!?" the old man snaps venomously and I'm just 
about to question one of the marines guarding them, but the groups 
leader suddenly grabs my arm forcibly and drags me - stumbling, into 
the apartment . 

Once inside he barks at the shocked and some amused marines "NO ONE 
ENTERS!" he snaps before closing the door behind us as I see two move 
to positions on either side, snickering to themselves. 

He keeps such a painfully tight hold on my arm as he drags me to my 
bedroom somewhat easily despite my struggling against him then 



eventual outright fighting to get free of his iron grip. 


I manage to slip free just as we get to the doorway of the bedroom 
and bathroom. I make a made dash for the main room. 

But I only make it halfway down the hall before he grabs me around 
the waist, hauling me roughly off my feet as he clamps his hand over 
my mouth to silence my frustrated scream then drags me back into the 
room and throws me unceremoniously onto the bed where I begin to dig 
under my pillow for my gun as he closes and locks the door. 

I'm shocked and somewhat sickened when I find its gone as he walks 
closer to me, making me back up on the bed unsure of whats going to 
happen - whether I should flee or try to kick the tar out of this 
guy . 

He reaches up and I flip over the opposite side of the bed to put it 
between us while hes distracted until I stand up and see the helmet 
come off to reveal an old friend. 

"Fuck. Your hard to hold onto. Though you still hit like a little 
girl." the man smirks at my shocked face as I straighten up 
shocked . 

"_**0 ' Reily**_! " his name spills out from my lips as I look at him 
shocked . 

He has changed alot since we last met, now he has some scars on his 
face and neck from the looks of which were caused by a fragmentation 
grenade that exploded too close to him. Though it doesn't detract 
from how handsome he is. 

A wholly amused grin spreads on his face as I walk around the bed 
shocked . 

"Yup. That's my name." he chuckles before getting hit suddenly by the 
pillows from my bed while I hiss at him indignantly. "YOUR SUCH AN 
ASS! Here I thought I was in some trouble and its just you!" I hiss 
venomously as I walk fully around the bed with a exhausted sigh, at 
such a loss I'm stuck between tears and tearing his face off. 

He however runs his fingers through his hair like nothing hit him and 
smirks wryly. 

"Who said you weren't?" he inquires in a much deeper, hungry tone 
which _does_ spell trouble for me! Its all written plainly on his 
face and in his mischievously sparkling eyes as he looks at me. 

I can't help but cover my mouth as I gulp nervously. 

"Oh no..." the nervous words escape my lips near silently as I 
shudder and try to figure a way out of this. 

"W-what trouble?" I look at him trying to distract him as I try to 
figure a way to the door and _around_ him to get to it. 

I try to calm myself and focus on my little mini mission as he tosses 
his helmet aside and smirks devilishly. 

"Me." he spouts confidently while I watch the movement of the helmet 



for a moment then yelp when suddenly hes right before me. 


I squeak and barely manage to slip through his fingers and makes a 
mad dash for the door. 

I just make it to the panel and my fingers brush the first button to 
unlock the door when he grabs my wrist, spinning me around then pins 
me up against the wall beside the door. 

I look at him surprised as my heart pounds hard and I begin to feel a 
embarrassed flush rise quickly to my cheeks as our eyes meet. 

To my surprise I notice hes also somewhat taller then me as he lets 
my wrist go, his height being something I didn't notice too much 
during our sparring match so long ago. Then again, it wasn't 
important to my final goal. 

It feels like we have a long conversation between us as we stare 
silently at one another. 

Its untold minutes of silence between us before I move to speak but 
he gently slides his arms around my lower back, suddenly pulling me 
close into him, making a even deeper flush rise to my face as he 
leans in closer. 

His voice is so smooth, comforting and almost sensual as he leans in 
closer to me. 

"You talk too much..." he coos deeply before kisses me gently, making 
me gulp surprised and blush as my heart pounds nervously. 

At first its so shocking for me I don't know what to do, but that 
quickly fades and I go with it and gently slips my arms around him 
and returns the kiss as I close my eyes slowly. 

I clasp my hands behind his back then gently pulls him closer to me 
as I continue to kiss him. 

I feel his lips curl slightly at the sides before he tightens his 
arms around my waist then kisses me abit more forcibly. 

"Well I suppose there is a good explanation for this behavior..." a 
mans overly calm voice cuts in suddenly making me jump with a squeak 
before breaking away from O'Reily who stiffens up properly. 

I blush embarrassed at first then more so when I see its a officer 
looking at both of us patiently. 

O'Reily is far from visibly shaken, but actually rather calm as he 
snaps to attention quickly. 

I hardly even motion to, looking back and forth between the two 
seemingly lost and very embarrassed as I rub my cheek to banish the 
blush as the officer looks at both of us quietly. 

He seems to consider us for some time before speaking 
simply . 

"Collect yourselves and join me in the main room. You have.. Four 
minutes." he finishes after looking me over once more, making me 



blush even more embarrassed I feel like I'm going to choke from 
embarrassment but O'Reily seems to not have the same issue as he 
snaps a quick "Yes, Sir." followed by a salute. 

I nod to also confirm, getting the feeling if I attempted to talk I'd 
just wind up squeaking like a mouse rather then form any kind of 
understandable words or sounds. 

The man simply turns and walks back down the hall calmly, with his 
hands neatly clasped behind his back. 

I exhale and swallow the lump in my throat once hes out of earshot 
then goes right back to eagerly rubbing my cheeks to get rid of the 
blush as O'Reily relaxes and chuckles abit at me. 

"Go wash your face. The cold water may do more then rubbing." he 
advises as he then walks over to his discarded helmet. 

I nod quickly then scurries off to the washroom, flicking the lights 
on as I enter like a shot. 

I turn the water on in the sink the begins to splash the all so 
soothing water on my burning cheeks . 

"So. Your first kiss was it?" I hear him question from the doorway as 
I splash the cold water on my face, but I only blush again brightly 
from his question and the memories of it flood back to me in 
embarrassing detail. 

Once I calm myself down and turn the water off I look at him in the 
mirror as the water droplets slide down my face. 

"Yes. But... Wont you get in serious trouble for this while on duty?" 
I ask him worriedly before picking up my hand towel to then begins to 
dry my face off. 

"Enough that I can handle." he shrugs simply as I wipe the last drops 
from my neck then hangs the towel back up, looking at him 
conf licted . 

"O'Reily. I should tell you... I'm..." I pause, looking at the towel 
as I try to think of how to tell him the truth about my being in this 
era in such a way it wont be a breach of the contract. 

"I know all about it." he responds understandingly , stepping into the 
bathroom with me, producing something from his glove and lays the 
rectangular object in my hand gently. "My... Old ID card..." I look 
at it shocked then up at him confused how he would have it and where 
he got it from. 

"It doesn't bother me. Two and a half years is a long time to think 
something like this through." he says looking at me sincerely as I 
stare at the card then look up at him to speak. 

"How...?" I begin but am quickly cut off by one of his team calls 
down the hall warningly. 

"One minute sir!" making me jump and nearly drop the card on the 
floor . 



"There is alot we have to discuss about this. But we will do it later 
when we don't have a officer waiting on us." he says seriously though 
sightly amused from my jump. 

He gently places his helmet on the counter while I tuck the ID card 
into a pocket before he gently takes a hold of my arms. 

It feels like I'm struck by lightning as I look up at him suddenly 
when a wild idea hits me. 

"I... I'm going on a mission to find my sister! Would you volunteer? 
Last I had heard she is in the presence of General Graves. I don't 
know if shes a prisoner or if she's actively co-operating. But my 
ship the 'Eclipse' is leaving port in three weeks if all goes well 
and delays are minor." I look into his eyes abit urgently as the 
haphazard idea tumbles from my lips. 

He pauses surprised by my sudden outburst. Or perhaps what I've just 
asked him. 

"I am going to need someone I can definitely trust on the crew. And 
someone who's got far more first hand experience with ships, 
navigation and insurrectionists then I have. Besides that we would 
have time to talk about I ramble abit nervously as he looks at me, 
his features quickly losing the surprise and turn serious as he 
reaches for his helmet then shoves me out into the hall. 

"That mission is far too dangerous." he grunts firmly, pushing me 
along the hall as I stumble afew steps surprised. 

Then I jump ahead and stop in the entrance way of the hallway, facing 
him stubbornly with my usual fiery defiance. 

"I know! That's why I need someone who I know and can trust as not 
only a friend but a competent fighter. Besides - you would be able to 
pick out what would be useful Intel for the UNSC far better then me. 
You were born here after all!" I put my hands on my hips stubbornly 
standing in front of him determinedly. 

"Sounds like quite the mission you have in the works Miss West. 
Perhaps you are already in some trouble before the ship leaves port - 
considering at least one of the groups want's you dead well enough to 
send those two specialists. Though from the sounds of this plan you 
have to 'rescue' your sister, it is plenty of reason to prevent you 
or the mission from getting off the ground." the officer speaks 
suddenly, his voice is calm and thoughtful as I turn around and look 
at him surprised at first then calms down. 

"Yes, sir. That is why I would like First Sargent O'Reily on my crew. 
I hadn't considered him as a possibility but now that I know hes in 
the area and in consideration of his skills - I would feel more at 
ease with him on my crew's roster." I look at the officer 
seriously . 

The officer seems to consider my words as he watches us both calmly 
then speaks in a far more commanding manor. 

"Report to debriefing Sargent. Now Miss West. I would like all the 
files and details on your mission and the matter of your 'trip'." he 
looks at me commandingly . 



It is honestly abit intimidating to have a UNSC officer staring into 
your eyes with such command and possession of it, that I have to take 
a moment to shake myself out of the stupor and straighten up. 

I relax calmly then look at him seriously "Sir. That request is one I 
cannot fill. As the captain of the ship, it is my obligation to 
protect the future crew members lives and any lives attached to this 
matter. I can not and will not give you any further information then 
what you have overheard and what I have told the Sargent." I look at 
him seriously then steps out more into the room's light, pushing the 
knots in my stomach and throat aside as I continue. 

"I cannot take the risk of that delicate information being 
compromised. I personally don't have the luxury of assuming anything 
or anyone is completely safe - especially when the insurrectionists 
have held out so long from being put down by the military." I look at 
him seriously and determined. 

I effortlessly hide the fact I've a whole flock of butterflies having 
a ball in my stomach and basketball sized knots in my throat as I 
stand there waiting for his response. "Now, the Sargent has the 
details I feel safe to disclose for now. I still have many repairs, 
upgrades and modifications to do for the ship while working within my 
budget for the weaponry, food, additional equipment and the other 
things that may or will be needed. The estimated time of completion 
is three weeks. Given there's no serious problems." I look at him 
calmly while he seems to think about what I'm saying. 

After afew moments of his consideration he speaks abit 
dubiously . 

"Its certainly impressive if its true you've been doing this all in 
your head the entire time by yourself. I would like you to start 
keeping a log of the goings on, your thoughts and anything pertaining 
to the mission. Including the lists of supplies, equipment and 
anything else you can think of." He orders simply and I smile calmly, 
although slyly. 

"Alright then. Gonna be tricky but I'll make it work. I will also 
have the paperwork drawn up concerning the military's involvement on 
this matter. This is, nor will ever be a military run operation. Any 
assistance or involvement will be at my then later joined by the 
crew's discretion. To be very straight about this so there is or will 
not be any misunderstandings - _Captain Gibson_. " I look at him with 
my sister's sudden and signature gaze which is unnervingly sharp and 
intelligent . 

Its rather suddenly unlike my usual innocent and naive manor which 
catches his attention obviously as his eyebrows raise slightly, 
surprised . 

I smile abit pleased now that I know I wont be toyed with or 
underestimated once again. "I'll expect those reports and a rough 
draft of what your expectations are concerning the military 
involvement. Then we shall see about your request." he says slightly 
amused. "You have 12 hours to have it all done." he orders before 
motioning for the still waiting O'Reily to leave, which he does 
promptly while I nod calmly. "Alright. How do you want the documents 
to be collected?" I look at him calmly, abit curious as to how this 



one's gonna work. 


"You will know when the time comes. Don't forget to add the 
information about your crew." he says smoothly before leaving quietly 
while I watch abit puzzled. 

I sigh and scratch my head, shaking it abit. 

"So now begins the mind games... I just hope I'm ready for this..." I 
sigh once more then sets to work cleaning up my apartment before 
heading back to my bedroom where I sit at my desk with some coffee 
planning on being there for the long haul. 


13. Chapter 12 

Six and a half long hours, I work out all the paperwork the Captain 
requested, in full detail. 


I devour cup after cup of ever blackening coffee to keep myself awake 
through the two day sleepless spell I've decided to put myself 
through for this. 

Once I finish hand writing the last page I begin to proofread them 
very carefully as I sip on a cup of coffee. 

I edit the last few pages then stretch exhausted and sit back in my 
chair, closing my eyes for but a moment. 


"Hmm. Looks like its all here." A voice wakes me up with a start, 
making me jump and look in the direction of the voice still half 
asleep . 


"Huh? Oh.." I rub my eyes tiredly to banish the sleepy fog to get a 
better look at what I figure is a marine holding the papers. 


"Its not healthy to sleep at your desk you know." he comments amused 
as I double check I'm correct about him being a marine as he tucks 
the papers into a envelope. 

I stretch tired and sore but with a delightfully satisfying 
yawn . 

"Your telling me." I grunt somewhat sorely before I stand up and 
finish the last of my now cold coffee. 

"Be warned though - my spelling suffers when I haven't slept properly 
in two days." I warn before walking over to my closet calmly to begin 
packing some things to go oversee personally the goings on and 
progress of the ship. 

"Hold on. They want you to come with the papers." He adds as I reach 
out to open the door of the closet. 

I pause and look at him tiredly, though calm despite my want to start 
asking questions, I figure its best to keep it to one. 

"Now?" I inquire simply, turning to him. 

He nods "Right now." he replies very matter-of-fact ly and I smile 



abit, nodding understandingly . 


"Alright. There time for me to wash last night off?" I ask him 
politely, expecting a no, but still hopeful. 

He begins to check the time as I quickly open the closet and begin to 
pack my bag quickly. 

"Well... Be quick." he grunts then finishes warningly just as I grab 
a set of clean clothes and nods, quickly hopping through the still 
open doors to the bathroom then I close the door behind myself. 

The lights flicker to life as I walk over to the shower and turn it 
on while stripping my clothes off quickly. 

I hardly spare a moment to examine the bruises on my neck and body 
before I jump into the shower with a surprised yelp as the cold water 
bombards my skin. 

"AH! For fucks sake that's _COLD_! " I curse as I immediately set to 
washing, while shivering until the water begins to warm up. 

I can only guess that my yelp got some kind of amused chuckle or 
smirk from the marine as I wash up quickly, smiling at the idea of 
cracking the man up. 

Once I'm finished rinsing the last of the soap off I turn the water 
off and begins to dry myself hurriedly. 

Once I get myself dry I begin to jump into my clean clothes just as 
he taps on the door. "Times up." he grunts just as I slip my shirt 
over my head. 

"I'll be right.. ~Yipe!~... Out. Damn cold belt buckle.." I respond 
calmly before I walk out fully dressed. 

I walk back into my room and sits on the edge of my bed to put my 
boots on calmly. 

I pickup my bag, throw the last of my things into it along with my 
laptop and slings it over my shoulder as I walk out to him in the 
hallway, my hairbrush in my teeth calmly. 

"Whats all that for?" he looks at my bag confused and suspicious as I 
begin to brush my now shoulder length hair and ties it into a low 
ponytail . 

"Afterwards I'm going to work on my ship and oversee the work on her. 
While I get familiar with every nook and cranny of it." I shrug as I 
stow the brush in my bag and he opens the door to the main 
hallway . 

He motions for me to go first so I do, carefully looking down both 
ways as he follows me out then I close and lock the door, setting the 
lights to go out in about five minutes. 

I follow him to the elevator where, again he motions me in first 
cautiously . 

This distrust and suspicious activity from him carries on the whole 



way to the spaceport where he leads me to a transport which takes us 
up to a large carrier, if my memory serves me correctly on the ship 
types of the UNSC. 

Once on board he reports in that hes gotten both 'packages' while I 
look around in my usual innocent curiosity at how amazing the 
construction of the ships are. 

"Follow me." he suddenly grunts seriously snapping me out of my 
simple and happy curiosity. 

I follow after him, still looking around curiously. 

"Such a strange thing how much better I feel after that shower and 
how energized I feel too! Could it be all the dashing around I did? 
Well the cold water sure helped wake me up." I think curiously as I 
continue looking around quietly from beside him. 

"Wait here. And don't try to leave." he orders, opening the door to a 
room . 

I do consider a childish high pitched ' Okie dokie ' however I double 
think that and nod calmly. 

"Alright. And Sargent - Thank you for being so patient earlier." I 
smile appreciatively. "Huh?.. Oh. Heh, well I couldn't have you show 
up looking like you did." He shrugs noncommittally before walking 
away before I chuckle abit and walk into the room. 

I pause slightly when the door slides shut behind me to find a 
semi-comfortable looking waiting room. But what made me pause is the 
fact I'm not alone. I count two others in the room at my first glance 
while I walk over to the window. I gently set my bag down beside my 
feet as I spare a look out the window quietly. 

I make it seem I'm lost I'm my own thoughts as I listen to the sounds 
around me, most notably the sound of the ships engines. 

I lean my side on the windowsill as time ticks by until a couple 
hours have passed. 

I'm pretending to be asleep as I sit in a simple chair I borrowed 
from a spot beside one of the couches, still facing the window as the 
door opens once more and the sound of three sets of familiar 
footsteps enter the room. 

I listen interested to the different pairs of footfalls until I 
identify them surely. "Rose?!... Can it really be you?" The all too 
familiar voice of James cuts the silence of the room and I smile, 
opening one of my eyes as he comes into view - getting a better look 
at my face in disbelief. 

"Yes sir. That ' d be my name." I smile abit and straighten up, 
stretching abit calmly as I look at James's, Cortez's and Micheal ' s 
disbelieving and shocked faces. 

"We were told you died on assignment!" Micheal blurts out shocked as 
I stand up calmly to face them. 


"Not yet. I've certainly had some close calls though." I smirk abit 



wryly . 


"Its nice to know all of you are well. Looks like things have been 
rough out there." I motion for them to join me as I turn the chair 
around and take a seat calmly, the three stealing a couple more 
chairs to join me. 

"Yeah... - " James begins as the door opens and a MP peers in at us 
and snarls warningly. "No talking with civi ' s in here." he spits as I 
raise an eyebrow at him then I smile wryly as he retreats back into 
the hall. 

"Well duckies - that's a friendly chap." I chuckle in a thick british 
accent making them laugh abit before we relax into our seat ' s 
chatting abit more quietly. 

Its nearly a hour later before the same MP walks into the room 
gruffly . 

"You. By the window. They want to see you - now." He snorts and I 
look at him simply then stands up with my bag in my hand 
calmly . 

"Leave it." he snorts and I look at him with a raised eyebrow 
shortly. Then I sigh and shake my head defeatedly before laying the 
bag on the ground and fishes out my laptop computer calmly which I 
tuck under my arm. 

I stand back up properly and look at Cortez. 

"If you don't mind - could you be sure no one messes with this bag. 
Without clearance." I look at her calmly as she nods. "Yes Ma'am." 
she responds properly and I smile nodding once before I turn and walk 
over to the man, who's now in the hall. 

"Look you! I don't care who the hell you think you are. But any more 
insubordinate attitude from you and - " he begins to growl as I watch 
him curiously, tilting my head quizzically as a confused dog would. 
Then I narrow my eyes seriously, the bullying tactic far from working 
on me . 

"Save it. Play intimidate the civi with one who would be. Now lets 
go." I motion for him to lead the way somewhat impatiently. 

He puffs up indignantly before storming off down the hall after 
closing the door to stifle the snickering coming from inside - which 
turns to hysterical laughter once the door closes. 

Though I don't think he hears any of it due to being at least three 
feet ahead of me, walking at a quick and angry pace. 

It's only a short walk down the hall where we stop and he looks at me 
shortly then points to a check in for any weapons and the soldier in 
charge of it. 

I walk past him uninterrupted and produce two long sets of ten 
throwing daggers, two 9mm handguns (Beretta replicas) and a small 
band of eight, colored and capped throwing needles. 

Each successive item produces a look from the two - the one marking 



the items into the log so they can be returned later and the shock 
from the MP . 

"What's a civilian like you doing with all that hardware!?" he 
questions incredulously as I smile at him sweetly. 

"Just a hobby." I turn to the doors just as they begin to open and a 
gruff voice speaks. "Stop toying with the Corporal, Miss West." they 
order as I walk inside calmly. 

"Yes Sir." I speak apologetically as the doors close behind me - 
beginning a long two hour briefing on all known details (or at least 
any I will disclose) on the mission to find my sister then either 
capture or rescue her. 

I spend at least five of every fifteen minutes explaining why I wont 
go into particular details about certain topics, like specific 
modifications on my ship, flight plans and other information that 
could be used by the enemy if leaked to destroy the ship or harm her 
future crew. 

So that means plans on the ship are out of the question. 

Then I have to go into a long discussion and explanation on why my 
sister is so important that I risk going to find her despite the 
risks involved. 

Also reminding the people in the room that I've not requested the 
military's assistance. My request of First Sargent O'Reily is one of 
his discretion - his work in the military comes first, but I had 
figured since I was going to be in close and possibly in positions to 
gather useful intelligence on the insurrectionists the military could 
use, it may be of benefit to both party's having him on my ship. 

I also go into the matter of an AT being useful for this mission's 
parameters. Though I get the feeling its such a high end idea that I 
wont be able to sway for any assistance in procuring one by the end 
of the meeting. 

I walk outside into the hall and runs my hand over my hair abit 
t iredly . 

"Well I hope it all works out..." I think to myself as I walk over to 
the check in station to reclaim my items, replacing them back into 
their prospective places. 

There's no words between myself and the MP who only gives my guns a 
distrusting and questioning look before I replace them under my 
jacket then follows him back to the waiting room to reclaim my 
bag . 

I am hopeful my former teammates are still there. 

However when I enter, I find the room is empty and I can't help but 
sigh abit before walking over to my lonely looking bag. 

I put my laptop bag inside the bag before I sling it over my shoulder 
and walks to the doorway quietly. 


"So who exactly are you?" the MP asks me, finally unable to hold his 



curiosity anymore as I walk out into the hall. 


"Just a civilian sir." I smile abit before I begin walking back the 
way I had come from the lift. 

"Hey! Your gonna get lost!" He calls after me and I smile 
calmly . 

"I'll be fine. I got here fine didn't I?" I wave lightly over my 
shoulder and continues on my way. 

I stop at the lift around the corner and lightly taps the button to 
summon the lift to me. While I wait I retrieve a book from my bag 
which I continue reading from the place I had left off while standing 
to the side. 

It's not a long wait as the lift doors open and people walk off then 
I walk inside, still reading my book as I tap the button for the 
hanger level then I stand off to the side quietly to not bother 
anyone if any step on, on the way down. 

Though when the lift begins to ascend I am the one being bothered 
(and nervous) at the unexpected development, though I take it in 
stride . 

I just simply replace my marker between the pages of my book as the 
lift begins to slow, so I stow the book back into my bag and pulls 
out my laptop which I quickly convert into a tablet to begin going 
over some of the now digitized lists of supplies and the graphs of 
how the repairs are going along. "Might as well get work done rather 
then read my book. Always when it gets good..." I internally sign 
mournfully at not being able to finish my book again. 

I manage to do all this just in time for the doors to open and a 
group of people step on board the lift quietly. 

I make sure it seems I am fully engrossed in my work as the doors 
close and the lift begins to descend towards the hanger. The trip is 
a short but fruitful one as I manage to get some adjustments and 
trouble's clarified so work can progress smoothly before the lift 
slows and I look up from my tablet quietly then I smile pleased when 
I see its the right level. 

"Well I hope all that work gets things at the ship ahead of schedule 
so I can start work on some body armor systems for the crew and 
myself." I think as I wait for the doors of the lift to open before I 
walk off silently heading directly for the location I was told in the 
last minutes of the meeting. 

Its a docking station for a drop ship which to my relief is still 
there though loading up to leave as I round the corner into view. 

I sigh slightly and hold my computer tightly under my arm while I jog 
over to the ship calmly and stop in front of a woman who's directing 
things on the drop ship. 

"Is this the transport to the docking station Ma'am?" I look over the 
side of the ship thoughtfully, double checking its the right one via 
the numbers on the ship's side. 



"I guess your the civilian I heard about." she looks me over 
unimpressed as I look back at her calmly. 

"Sorry if I held you up." I apologize gently, noting her apparent 
frustration and stress. She relaxes and sighs abit 
apologetically . 

"Its not your fault. Orders changed and we have to ship early." she 
grumbles, motioning me to get loaded. 

"Doesn't matter anyways we're still waiting on afew more." she sighs 
checking her watch impatiently. 

I follow her direction and walks on board quietly then stows my bag 
and sits down in a seat in the middle before I begin designing a body 
armor system silently on my laptop. 

"Ah! Good. HURRY UP YOU LOT! We're leaving!" I hear the woman holler 
down the hall as the faint sounds of jogging feet begin to echo down 
the hall, turning into almost desperate running shortly after she 
yells at them. 

They all arrive and check in one by one with the woman who checks 
them off before letting the chattering group on board - undoubtedly 
on leave by their chatter and excited demeanor's. 

"Oh shit! Jenkins is at the wheel again!" One of the group teases as 
the group begins to stow their gear chuckling. 

Then one by one each takes a seat calmly, afew poking one another as 
they notice me as I work on my computer quietly, seeming to not have 
noticed them at all while I work distractedly. 

A young man about my age, nudges a woman beside him with a 
smirk . 

"Hey check it out." he snickers abit as I don't bother to look up 
from my tablet as I work on rough designs for a helmet. 

She groans as a young, petty officer walks over towards me. 

"Oh brother. Here we go again..." she sighs as afew of the others 
snicker while I continue to work. 

"Is this seat taken?" he asks me in as suave a manor as he can manage 
while putting on the charm. 

I look up from my tablet after closing the page I was working on the 
armor's drawings to keep it from being seen. 

"Hm? Oh. Doesn't look like it." I shrug lightly before going back to 
working on my laptop, shutting off the wireless links and any open 
network links to prevent its old systems from affecting the 
dropship's systems and anyone from spying on what I'm working 
on . 

"So whats a beautiful looking woman like you doing on a military 
vessel?" he asks after strapping in quietly while I continue working 
on my computer. 



"Oh, not much. Isn't that question considered snooping?" I look up at 
him innocently curious, hoping that my question would throw ice on 
this young man's fire - as it has in the past. 

But I'm abit surprised when it bounces right off him. "Hm? Oh, haha. 

I guess your right. So where are you from?" he changes the topic with 
great practice, which makes me smile abit amused. 

"Oh boy. He doesn't know when to give up." I think to myself before I 
respond simply. "My mother. Isn't that where everyone comes from? 
Their mother." I answer simply as I tilt my head at him, the smile on 
my face having faded to a look of sheer simplistic curiosity. 

He pauses, seeming at a loss for a moment then rebounds with a 
interested smile. 

"Oh your cute! Would you like to come back to my place and chat some 
more?" he leans in, gently placing his hand on my thigh as I look 
down at it curiously. 

Afew of his team groan tiredly at his continued advances making me 
look at them with simple curiosity before I look back at him. I look 
over his features and how he purses and unpurses his lips while 
waiting for an answer. 

I smile abit, watching him smirk abit thinking hes gotten me with the 
cheep lines "Nope... Sorry, but my work wont wait." I apologize 
politely . 

Just then there's a sudden drop as the pilot 'Jenkins' unclips the 
ship and suddenly banks as we leave the hanger, throwing us forward 
into our restraints while I hold my computer securely in my hands to 
prevent it from dropping. 

"JENKINS! STOP SHOWING OFF YOU ASS!" A woman barks towards the front 
of the ship, as I chuckle abit. 

"So whats so important about this ship you cant join me for a little 
chat?" he inquires, gently running his hand along my leg 
teasingly . 

The woman who barked throws her helmet at him while I duck, 
protecting my laptop as it rolls off my back after hitting him in the 
chest . 

"Would you put your damn dick away Hullo!" she hisses making me and 
afew others laugh. 

"I have a ship to finish building. I don't have time to play with 
you." I politely dismiss him before going back to my work on 
materials for the body armor that would be cheep but somewhat 
effective . 

He seems stunned for a moment then puts his arm around my shoulder 
and continues his cheep lines and tricks to woo me. 

I continue to ignore him till he touches the screen of my laptop to 
either close it or move it, I don't give him a chance to do either 
before I flick his hand off and look at the woman calmly. 



"He still on duty?" I look at her tiredly, which is met with a tired 
nod then she grins wryly. 


"But we wont see nothing." she winks as I smile politely and nod 
understandingly before leaning back in my seat. 

"Alright then." I muse quietly. "Game's over. I suggest you clean up 
your attitude when in uniform soldier, or need I send a nicely 
detailed report of your misconduct to your CO? Straighten up and 
hands to yourself. Do it again and uniform or not, you wont like the 
consequences . Am I being clear enough? Or need I talk to you like the 
boot your acting like?!" I look at him seriously, speaking with as 
much command as I can muster while I stare into his eyes 
directly . 

Well Hullo nearly falls right off the seat in shock as he processes 
both what I've said and my sudden change. While the others in the 
hold with us suddenly go deathly silent and watch us. 

Its Jenkins who breaks the silence over the PA since everyone's quiet 
and I'm still staring Hullo down commandingly . 

"We'll be docking shortly. Then you can go back to groping women 
Hullo. Though I wouldn't touch the civi, she's got a nasty bite 
compared to her bark." he jokes, making a bunch laugh as I even smile 
abit amused and relax into my seat calmly. 

One of the navymen hollar's up front, still laughing. 

"I think he just found that one out the hard way!" which causes 
everyone to laugh more, except Hullo who sulks in his seat. 

After a short bit, while we are docking with the station, I prep my 
bag and computer to leave calmly. 

I pull a small hard candy rose from my bag and gently tosses it to 
him . 

"This might work on a woman better then your outdated lines Petty 
Officer." I smile warmly as he catches it in surprise, looking at it 
then me in confusion. 

"I don't like being touched or bothered while I'm working." I shrug 
as the ramp lowers behind me and I walk off calmly as afew of his 
cohorts chuckle. 

I disappear into the crowd of people, heading for my ship quietly 
without another word to any of the soldiers. 


14 . Chapter 13 

My ship isn't that small by any standards, but it is small enough in 
any kind of combat we would be hard to shoot down or capture with a 
skilled pilot at the wheel. 

I go over the credit's being used on the ship's necessary repairs and 
upgrades in comparison with the estimates of what is going to be 
needed to complete the job. 



It's a worrying number on its own, not counting in supply's for 
foodstuffs, replacement parts, medical equipment, weapons and the 
plans for the body armoring and experimental weaponry. 

I begin considering how to make some cost effective choices to keep 
things not only in budget but within a do-able range without military 
assistance . 

Just as I'm beginning to think that the ship will be done ahead of 
schedule there's a two week delay alert on some electrical components 
and other parts needed for the ship's functions. 

I can't help but sigh both frustrated and tired as I come to the ship 
and begin speaking with the foreman, letting him know about the 
delays which he is all too blissfully ignorant off - till now. 

I ask that things are continued to the best of ability till the parts 
arrive to get the ship as ready as possible until they arrive. 

He just looks at me like I've no idea what I've just asked 
considering the parts are key to finishing the ship. 

"With all due respect ma'am. But without those parts we can't test 
any of the electronics ! " he looks at me seriously and I nod 
understandingly , looking at him with regret. 

"I know. However, those cryo units still need repair, the welds on 
the outer plating need to be checked and repaired in spots. The 
seating for the bridge, mess and rooms need to be installed and 
tested. You have the same list as I, and you know far more then I do 
about all of this. But what I do know is - while we wait there are 
other 'smaller' things that can be done. Then once those are done, if 
the parts haven't arrived give your crew some well deserved time 
off." I look at him sympathetically and smile lightly. 

"I'd still like to get the mess working so I can stop ordering 
takeout for everyone and do some cooking." I joke before heading to 
my room afew levels up. 

I step inside the half finished room with only a dresser to store my 
things and half finished bed. 

I quickly stow my gear and sigh abit before heading off downstairs to 
help them load and sort the supply crates. The foreman is still 
grumbling away as I return and jump right in to help. 

I'm thankful when Friday rolls around that everything that could 
possibly be done has been so I ambush the foreman and explain a plan 
to him with a wry smile. 

So with the help of the foreman who - after shaking the shock of my 
plan off, eagerly helps me organize a surprise for his very weary and 
tired work crews. 

He leads them to the mess hall under some guise while I set it up 
happily, despite my own weariness. 


The surprise is a simple spread of different foods I made from old 
recipes I had and a fair amount of beer. 



So when the crews file into the room and see the simple yet bountiful 
spread, their faces light up with surprise and awe. 

Well each of their crew bosses, mumble abit then begin laughing at 
the look of their crew's faces and the silence that came across 
them . 

I can't help but chuckle abit myself at the sudden silence from once 
constantly complaining or talking people to go so totally 
silent . 

The silence ends just as quickly as it had begun as I smile 
pleasantly, turning to return to the kitchen to let them settle 
in . 

However before I even make it one step from my place the foreman puts 
his arm around me and turns me to face everyone. 

"Oh, no you don't." he snickers then clears his throat loudly, 
getting everyone's attention as I look at him surprised and 
embarrassed, feeling the blush begin to form on my cheeks. 

"For all the hard work, long hours and endless bitching - Our 
employer here has done up this feast for all of us. She spent the 
entire day in here cooking all the food on the tables you see for us 
as a thank you for your hard work. Now what do you lot have to say?!" 
he announces loudly as I feel my cheeks begin to flush brighter as I 
bite my lip to not let the sheepish smile spread across my face - 
though I'm loosing badly. 

The entire work crew whoop together loudly "THANK YOU MISS WEST!" 
making me bush and smile warmly. 

"Your all very welcome. Now DIG IN!" I call over the chatter, and 
giggles abit as they all descend into their seats and upon the food 
hungrily . 

"Your certainly a very unique person Miss West." the foreman 
compliments as I smile abit as he lets me go. 

"Thank you. Now go enjoy, before I have to bring out seconds." I 
chuckle and head into the kitchen, checking on the pies in the ovens 
before I set to work cleaning up the mess of pots and pans that I'd 
made cooking the meal . 

I hear a couple people enter the kitchen and watch silently as I 
busily load the dishwasher's next load, store the now clean dishes, 
scrub the worst of the pots in preparation for the dishwasher and 
check the pies and cookies in the ovens which are still baking. Then 
I wipe some of the surfaces and generally continue to clean up the 
mess I'd made while cooking and baking. 

I don't notice they're still standing there I busily buzz around the 
kitchen, taking cookies and pies out of the oven while putting more 
in. Doing more dishes and finishing up wiping up any bits of 
mess . 

"Aren't you going to join us?" a female engineer inquires suddenly, 
making me jump and yelp startled, turning to face her. I find shes 
not alone, with two others standing with her. 



I smile abit warmly at the three before answering her. 

"I'm going to..." I begin to explain that I was going to eat later 
but she and the two with her walk over determinedly and take my apron 
from me. 

"Your not getting out of it so easy." her co-worker grunts then he 
and the other young man 'guide' me out of the kitchen and over to the 
main table where they sit me down amongst their group as I blush 
shyly . 

"There! Now that everyone's here. We can begin eating!" the woman 
hollers as I blink surprised then smiles as everyone muses in 
agreement and begins eating. 

I do notice that no one has eaten yet, but only filled their plates 
and glasses. I look down at the generous plate of food that had been 
made for me and the cup filled with tea and smiles appreciatively 
before I also begin to eat. 

The meal goes on for awhile, as I also eat and with a suspicious, 
chaperone, finish baking the pies and desserts. 

Once I'm done the baking I also begin to fully participate - even 
surprising everyone when I fill myself a glass of beer - the general 
thought having been I never touched alcohol. 

Things continue along merrily and at the end of the meals, with some 
help I section up leftovers, whole pies and cookies for everyone to 
take home to their families. 

While everyone helps finish off the beer, including myself. Some stay 
later to help me cleanup the dishes and mess before also heading home 
to their families. 

I myself finish the last glass of beer off and head upto my fully 
finished quarters, which I've fully enjoyed since it was finished a 
day and half after I arrived. 

I stretch tiredly as I walk down the hall to my quarters with a 
pleased smile pasted on my face, coupled with a good amount of 
intoxication. 

"Yup. Things in construction haven't changed a hell of alot.." I 
think to myself pleasantly as I walk along the mostly complete but 
semi-lit hall I can't help but admire the construction as my mind 
wonders to how this came to be the standard of ship building. 

I finally come to the door of my room and chuckle warmly as I notice 
the new sign on my door. 

"Office of the boss. Enter with extreme caution." the sign reads 
making me shake my head abit after a amused chuckle "Oh brother." I 
laugh abit then lightly taps the command panel to open my door but it 
buzzes in protest. I give it a curt smack before the red light turns 
green and the door slides open "Losta bugs..." I mutter tiredly as I 
walk into my room. 


I look up at my desk to find there's a shadowy form of someone 



sitting there thumbing over things on my computer. I can barely make 
out the features of the person in the dim light cast by the screen of 
my computer. But from what I can see the person looks female. 

"What are you doing on my computer." I demand seriously, reaching out 
to touch the command panel to turn the lights on. 

"Your files are disgustingly disorganized. Though the work and 
modifications your doing to this ship are impressive. A fully working 
hydroponic garden, air filtration, water filtration, self sustaining 
basic energy production for the gardens, solar power, and impressive 
backup systems. From the looks of things here - you can go easily two 
years longer then normal without needing to replenish or replace the 
air or water of this ship. If ever for the air, considering the 
garden's projected oxygen output." she reads off and leans back in my 
desk chair thoughtfully. 

"How deceptively simple. Less chance of breakdowns and need for 
replacement parts. Or worry of sudden breakdown or sabotage. 

Certainly you are an impressive person Miss West. However your AI 
systems are - " she begins to say as I turn the lights on cutting her 
of f . 

I had guessed she was a American woman, about 40 to 45 by her voice 
mannerisms and a ONI operative. Though I am slightly surprised to 
find shes in her late 20 's. 

"I know about the AI systems. But what I don't know is who you are, 
why you're snooping through my files and most importantly why you're 
here. For starters." I grunt displeased as I look over her grey 
uniform unimpressed as she looks at me with a typical ONI analyzing 
gaze, while she seems to think about something before 
speaking . 

"Your grammar is terrible." she utters simply, making me look at her 
surprised then I sigh, exasperatedly throwing my hands in the 
air . 

"Everyone's a critic!" I gripe before crossing my arms, looking at 
her unimpressed. 

"I was sent here to personally check on the progress of your ship's 
preparations. Which from what I see, are impressive for the work that 
has been done. Even more so impressive considering the low amount of 
credits used to get this far. I'm sure that from your impressive 
files and having gotten results on your mission to finding leaks in 
the military - Command may be more willing to fulfil your requests... 
And possibly do something about your body armor plans I have here. 

You are certainly a constant surprise Miss West." she looks at me 
quietly serious, her words making me smile pleased. 

"Thank you for the compliments and kind words. Intended or not. But I 
don't want the information used yet on the innies. That information 
could be traced back to me and put the rebels on a even higher state 
of alarm, making my job harder needlessly. Definitely making all this 
work a complete waste of time and money." I speak calmly but very 
business like as I look at her. 

"Besides that - I don't share the kitchen when working with dangerous 
substances. I'm not getting burnt again because no one's going to 



listen." I warn seriously. 

"I can't make any promises on how this information will be used. But 
I will put your concerns into my report. Now to finish..." she tells 
me calmly, leaning forward in my chair before removing a storage 
device from the side USB port on my computer. Then after putting it 
into her pocket she places a bulky but small envelope on my desk 
before standing up and walking out from behind my desk. 

"This should come in handy for later." she explains calmly as she 
walks to my still open door. I walk further inside my room and over 
to my wardrobe, where I take off my jacket and hangs it up 
neatly . 

She pauses at the doorway, slipping on a civilian jacket, which makes 
her look strangely neatly put together as a civilian. 

"Nice touch with the double windows throughout the ship and the 
additional shielding for the bridge. Certainly should turn some 
opinions to your favour in command." she smiles lightly before 
leaving me to ponder how she knew about that, considering I'd never 
put it in any of the plans. 

"Hm. . . If people like her can't find the leaks in their ranks - Then 
I've got alot more against my success then I thought." I think to 
myself as I get undressed to take a shower before going to bed to 
enjoy the last few moments of my intoxication. 

In the morning there is a surprise waiting to greet me - not only 
when I open the package but from the foreman when he arrives later in 
the morning. 

Firstly, in the package on my desk is a card with 257'OOOCR on it - 
enough to finish ALL the work I had planned along with fully 
outfitting the infirmary so we could handle almost any injury that 
the medical specialist could as well as have enough to supply a full 
crew of 50 and 150 extra people if needed. Among the other things I 
had dreamed about - like a stocked armoury, machining room to build 
and test armor components as well as weapons. There is also a data 
crystal disk with a dumb AI on it to help me organize not only my 
files but the workings on the ship better and test systems on the 
ship, but also my guess is to keep the military secretly updated on 
everything as well. 

Just as I'm reading the instructions inside the letter I get my 
second surprise of the day: A call from the hanger - from the foreman 
who's in shock as he tells me that the electronics have arrived and 
are all accounted for. 

But there's also additions to update the current out of date AI 
systems for a smart AI - **for the entire ship** as well as weapon 
cases with shipment information showing there's still some in 
transit . 

"Ma'am. Are you freighting guns?" The foreman - Mike asks me 
seriously over the crackling com, though I can tell despite his 
serious tone there is nervousness in there. 


I sigh slightly abit amused and smiles abit to myself. 



"No, Mike. I'm not. Please set everyone to work installing the 
electronics. No one is to touch the weapons or ammunition's. Then 
once your done that, please come to my office and I'll answer any 
questions or concerns you have over the firearms." I order but in 
full control of the situation in a calm business-like manor. 

"Oh and please bring the weapons manifest with you as well. From the 
sounds of it - its alot more sizable then I had ordered. I would like 
to sort it out." I sigh abit tiredly - doing my best job of acting I 
can . 

"Yes Ma'am. I'll knock this time too." he chuckles and I can 
distinctly hear his crew laughing in the background. 

"Please do. I wouldn't want you to get sick - turning so red as you 
did cant be good for someone your age." I tease, hearing his laughing 
crew break up into full hysterical laughter. 

"Thaaaanks . . . " he groans then cuts the connection. I chuckle abit 
then set right to work at my desk, hiding the items from the envelope 
then sets to work using the credits to get the added work and 
supplies into motion before moving onto progress reports for Francis 
who I've thankfully talked out of joining my crew and into acting as 
our Intel on the ground. 

I make sure every Saturday that hes gotten a progress report on how 
the work is going so he can be kept in the loop along with the green 
light to send me the reports on crew member suggestions that hes 
looked into thus far. 

I'm just finishing up the report when there's a knock on my door by 
Mike Renolds - the foreman. His heavy handed knock is something I've 
gotten used to pounding on my door at all manor of hours to discuss 
various things about work. 

I smile amused and finish the report, quickly sending it off before I 
call out calmly. 

"Come in Mike." I stand up and quickly slip my jeans on and manage to 
get the belt done up as he walks into the room. 

I slip my grey t-shirt on as he gives me a questioning look with a 
raised eyebrow as I straighten out my clothes. 

"I brought the manifest. Now are you going to tell me straight out 
what the fuck is up with the guns? From all the equipment and now 
these guns - are you going to war? Or perhaps working for the 
Insurrectionists!" He demands seriously, smacking the file down on my 
desk. I motion for him to have a seat as I sit back down at my desk 
calmly . 

"Actually I'm not working for anyone. I am not affiliated with either 
side of the civil war. OR any criminal element." I clarify calmly as 
I look at him then gently picks up the manifest to examine it. 

But he clamps his hand over mine, pinning it to the desk sternly and 
honestly, somewhat painfully. 

"Then why did you order guns?!" he demands gruffly looking right at 
me . 



"I will pull all the crews off immediately if I feel for one second 
you're deceiving me or into some illegal shit that could endanger 
their lives!" he warns me seriously as I look up at him calmly. I 
smile slightly then nod understandingly . 

"Understood. I would do the same myself." I muse in agreement as my 
gaze changes to that of concern. 

"Now Mike. I need your guarantee what I will tell you does not leave 
this room. These words mean the survival of my future crew. But 
considering, I feel I can trust you I will explain it all to you." I 
look at him earnestly, waiting. 

His eyebrows rise slightly as he sits down and looks at me 
interestedly, releasing his hold on my hand. 

"Are you in some kind of trouble?" he asks suddenly concerned, which 
brings a warm and appreciative smile to my face. 

"No. Now. Give me your word!" I look at him suddenly, stubbornly 
which is rewarded with a sure nod from him. 

"You have it. None of what we discuss leaves this room." he says 
smoothly, a satisfied smile spreading across my lips as I relax into 
my chair. 

"Thank you. I am not in trouble. But I got word my little sister has 
been kidnapped. She's all the family I have, and I hers. We have 
stood by one another for years, now shes in trouble. I am going to 
find her and I have a feeling this search will be difficult to say 
the least. It will take this ship and her crew though very dangerous 
places and be fraught with alot of trouble. Hence the additions to 
the ship's armament and the guns. But I'm willing to go into the 
depths of hell itself to find her. And I have the direct feeling that 
exactly where I am going to bring her home." I explain seriously as I 
pick the manifest up. 

"Your parents should be proud that had a daughter like you." He 
finally says after afew moments of silent processing of what I've 
said . 

His words bring a gentle, but sad smile to my lips as I glance over 
the manifest. 

"But this sounds like you should goto the authorities." he says 
concerned which makes me suddenly chuckle and look at him 
amused . 

"Mike. The authorities couldn't find their ass with a map and 
directions. I've tried that route before - they told me exactly what 
I already knew. They can't look off world for her and shes been taken 
off world. By who and where she was taken they don't know. I've leads 
and I'm going to follow them." I look at him calmly, but stubborn 
like a rock. 

"Now as for these guns. They are way off what I ordered." I sigh 
tiredly and lean back in my chair as I double check the 
manifest . 



Just then - the door to my office opens and O'Reily walks in calmly 
dressed in his civilian clothing, the surprise making Mike jump to 
his feet tensely and myself snap my gaze to the door. 

"That's because I ordered them Ma'am." he says smoothly and I exhale 
relieved, motioning for Mike to relax abit . 

"Mike this is O'Reily, our - " I begin but pause abit as if I've 
forgotten but O'Reily catches my hint and finishes simply. 

"Weapons and combat specialist. Devin O'Reily." he holds out his free 
hand to Mike, the other holding his bag over his shoulder. 

Mike is tense and confused but after a short pause takes O'Reily' s 
hand and shakes it. 

"Mike Renolds - Foreman of the crew working on the lady's ship. Now 
Miss West. That sounds like your meaning well but its too damn 
dangerous to be going out on your own. You should leave stuff like 
this upto people who are more experienced in finding her." he turns 
to me and continues in a serious manor. 

I look up at the two calmly about to continue my argument when 
O'Reily puts a calming hand on Mike's shoulder. 

"Don't bother. Mr. Renolds. I said the same thing. But I've found the 
hard way - when the boss puts her mind to something. There's no 
convincing her out of it. No matter the difficulty or danger." he 
explains convincingly . 

It's apparently enough, since Mike just sighs defeatedly. 

"I've been married long enough to know arguing with a woman set on 
something is a lost cause. I'd have more luck punching my way through 
a polycrete wall." he smirks as I blink confused for a moment then I 
smile satisfied. 

"Good. Now that you know its a bad idea to argue with me. Are all 
your concerns and questions about the guns answered?" I smile sweetly 
as I lay the manifest down on my desk, while O'Reily walks over to 
the window of my quarters to look outside silently. 

Mike on the other hand chuckles amused. 

"You'll sure be one hell of a handful for the poor man who you marry. 
And yes they are." he chuckles warmly as a wry grin spreads over my 
lips . 

"Thank you. But I've little concern about marriage - they are all 
usually scared off by my sister's antics. Like pins in their shoes or 
super gluing their pants in such a way so they can't get them off." I 
grin amused before picking the manifest back up and looks at him more 
seriously as he cringes slightly, obviously imaging in his head of 
what I've described. 

"Now, that your concerns are now settled, I would like to discuss 
this... _List_ with the weapon's specialist - Alone." I half glance 
at O'Reily seeming displeased at the surprise which Mike seems to 
understand then nods giving a quick mock salute which makes me look 
at him curiously. 



"Yes Mon' captain." he laughs before leaving the room. 


O'Reily turns around and looks at me quietly until the doors have 
closed fully behind Mike as he leaves, then walks over and sits down 
in one of the chairs across my desk, laying his bag calmly beside him 
on the floor. 

"So what is the problem with the equipment?" he asks coolly as I sigh 
tiredly while re-reading the manifest in more detail. 

"O'Reily, you should've at least sent me a heads up about this..." I 
look at him wearily and continues before he can cut in. 

"I suppose you should get to work dealing with those crates and 
unload them into the armoury... If you need any additional items 
bring me a requisition list. I will also like a tour of the armoury 
when your done along with a detailed inventory." I order calmly, 
placing the manifest down in front of him gently. 

"Rose." he says meaningfully, gently placing his hand on mine, giving 
it a gentle squeeze which makes my heart beat faster as I look down 
at his hand then up to his face as I feel a flush beginning to creep 
into my cheeks. 

"Its nice to see you again." he says gently before slipping the 
tablet away and stands up, though there is something unfamiliar about 
his words as I watch him stunned. I look at him abit puzzled, then I 
notice it - the mischievous twinkle in his hazel eyes. 

I sit back in my chair looking at him skeptically "Its nice to see 
you too smart-ass. Now are there any more surprises I should know 
about?" I demand, crossing my arms while looking at him flatly. 

A pleased grin spreads across his face then he walks around my desk, 
pulling a disk from his jacket pocket then lightly sets it down 

beside my laptop as he leans in very close to me. 

I can't help but blush while I lean back in my chair more while I 
watch him confused and suspicious of his intentions. 

"A list of crew suggestions for your review." he explains as I look 
at the disk abit thoughtfully. 

"The military sure seems to be trying to have a€" ACK ! " I mumble abit 

grumpily as I look at the disk before he quickly kisses my lips when 

I look back at him about to question more information about the disk. 
Its wet and sloppy on his part - deliberately, which catches me 
utterly off guard causing me to flail abit. 

Once his little trick is complete he hurry's out of the room after 
snatching his bag up, with a satisfied grin plastered on his face 
while I wipe my lips with my sleeve. 

"Blech!" I cough as he chuckles abit "Getting to work!" he laughs 
while the door closes behind him and I groan. 

"I shouldnta lowered my guard..." I mumble abit disappointed with 
myself then I too chuckle at the silliness of it all. I then put the 
disk into my computer, going over the profiles and information on it 



carefully, spending many hours on it. 


I dose off at my desk eventually, which over the next week and half 
becomes a normal event. 

The ship takes a couple days longer to complete due to some 
complicat ions with the AI ' s systems being installed so a hoped for 
Smart AI will have full freedom through the ship - verses the usual 
restrictions to the bridge. 

Connecting the internal and external surveillance and scanning 
systems did take afew days with the help of the dumb AI - then I gave 
the crew the weekend off while I dealt with the interviews and 
filling the final crew members positions. 

I however let O'Reily help me scrutinize the civilians carefully for 
any chances of a insurrectionists or sympathizers slipping through 
before finalizing the crew. 

I gave him the responsibility of being second in command on the ship 
- not due to my personal feelings but because he's the one person I 
know can handle the position, while still understanding my esoteric 
non-verbal communicat ion most of the time which is incredibly 
necessary . 

So as his first real job as second - he got the fun job of explaining 
the security, rules, expectations and the like to the new crew 
volunteers as I went upto the bridge to install the newly arrived 
smart AI . 

It's a surprise for me personally when the AI comes online, its 
figure coming to life in the holotank which reveals a man about 35 
years of age with short cropped chocolate brown hair that is turning 
grey at the temples. He has a middle sized stature which at first 
glance one would think him fat but I can tell that its the look of 
muscle under his neatly pressed outfit of slacks, a button up shirt 
and worn leather jacket. 

I also note the sidearm on his right hip, just peaking out from under 
the medium length jacket. 

He is clean shaven outside the short brown goatee he has and his eyes 
are intense but seem to hide a deep set caring in them. 

His hands are neatly and properly clasped behind his back, coupled 
with his straight posture tells me he will follow orders but will not 
break any given to him by HIGHCOM or any military personnel of rank 
which in my mind makes him a risk. 

One which I will decide as time goes on whether its worth having him 
online or not. 

But I have my hopes it will not have to come to pulling him from the 
system to use the dumb AI . 

His overall coloration is emerald green, with the colors of his 
outfit, hair and skin muted in the background. 

"Oh brother - You got **him!" **I hear the voice of one of the 
soldiers gripe accusingly as they walk into the bridge, making me 



sigh while shaking my head tiredly. 

"Nichols. When I want your opinion on the AI we have been graciously 
borrowed - I will ask for it. Now what is it?" I turn and look at him 
calmly, in a very sharp manor. 

Nichols is our navigation's specialist and a crack shot with a rifle. 
But from his file - is notorious for insubordination, back-talk and 
most worrying to me. He is extremely cocky. 

But from what O' Kelly has explained to me about him, the young man 
has the right to be since hes damn good at his job. 

"Yes Ma'am." he grumbles and I relax somewhat, waiting for his 
explanation . 

"O' Kelly just sent me up here to see how things are going with the AI 
and provide some help if you need it." he explains properly through 
gritted teeth while I nod understandingly . 

"Alright. Thank you. Why don't you manually setup the NAV systems to 
your liking while your here. I've had each station setup so the 
personnel can personalize the controls to their liking so it will be 
harder for unauthorized personnel to use them with any ease." 

I explain calmly before turning back to the AI calmly. 

"Leon, there is a long list of systems to be checked and calibrated 
for your use as well as securing the ship's systems from unauthorized 
access, inventory lists to be done up and a detailed crew manifest to 
be done as well. All that needs to be done is on this disk in detail, 
alot of things concerning your systems have been left upto you for 
calibration - to your personal comfort and ease of use. I will expect 
a full and very detailed report on all of your work and the personal 
calibrations of the bridge crew to their personal stations when its 
all complete." I read off smoothly and to the point as I slide the 
disk into a port calmly. 

"Please and thank you." I finish with a slight smile. 

"Yes Ma'am. Also may I speak freely?" the AI inquires politely in a 
somewhat military fashion 

"Yes. You may speak as freely as any of the people on board." I look 
at him gently, curious. 

"Thank you Ma'am. I don't need you to deal with criticism concerning 
my being here. Simply - I can deal with insults myself." he explains 
seriously which makes me smile pleased and understandingly. 

"Very well then. Just please - no messing with the gravity or the 
lights." I wink, being abit cheeky. 

"Oh don't give him ideas!" Nichols grumbles which makes me laugh 
before walking to the doors calmly. 

"Hey! Where ' re you going off to?" he asks me confused with slight 
alarm as I smile at him amused. 


"To go walk around the ship and help get the last of the preparations 



done so we can leave." I explain calmly as I pause before the 
doors . 


"I'm sure you two will get along and play nice." I chuckle as the 
doors fully open. 

"Sounds like the AI is up and running smoothly." The female Russian 
voice comments as I turn around calmly. 

"Very. Now please don't antagonize one another. We ship in 18 hours 
hopefully." I say smoothly as the woman - Maria and Lena along with 
the rest of the bridge crew walk in and to their stations to begin 
customizing them before I walk out after another look over the 
bridge . 

Over the next many hours, I drift around the ship helping out as 
needed before returning eventually to the cargo hold where I spend 
the last of the 18 hours offloading empty crates and garbage. 

"Well that's the last of them. And here is the bonus I promised for 
all the hard work you and your crew put in Mike." I smile calmly, 
holding out a credit card with a decent bonus on it. 

"It was only agreed that we would get the bonus if we finished on 
time! We're definitely beyond that." he grunts looking over the work 
logs on his tablet. 

"Not including the delays - you did. Besides that - your crew also 
did me the great favour by teaching me as we worked together. Now 
don't argue - I'm running out of excuses." I look at him jokingly but 
stubbornly . 

"You're a stubborn woman." he sighs, putting the tablet reader away 
calmly before taking the card and sliding it into his shirt pocket 
relent ingly . 

"And good luck. I have no doubts this ship will be the _envy_ of many 
captains in a pinch." he grins proudly before leaving with a 
wave . 

"Yes. I'm sure she'll have many in the UNSC _green with envy_. " I 
chuckle and pause as I turn to enter the ship as I thought strikes me 
pleasantly . 

"Green with envy... Hm. It's a good name..." I think and begin 
walking to the lift as I ponder the variations of names for the ship 
as I wait for the lift to the bridge to check on how things are 
going . 


15. Chapter 14 

"Envy? But I thought you were calling her the Eclipse?" O'Reily says 
surprised as I look out the window thoughtfully. 

"Yes and no. Eclipse would be a dead give away to my sister that its 
me. But that's if she is working with the insurrectionists. So Envy 
is a fair name. I've not had any name made official yet specifically 
for this reason - I ' d be too predictable using a celestial name like 
that. And frankly its too bland for my taste." I smile abit, still 



thinking . 


"Rose.. This means we wont be able to ship for another couple 
months.." he sighs frustrated. 

"Actually sir. The delay is 12 hours. I took the liberties of running 
the simulations and Envy is indeed a fair name for this ship. Though 
by Siorai Oni West's psychological profile she will still have a idea 
its going to likely be her sister." Leon says smoothly as his avatar 
forms standing on my desk in his usual posture. 

"Yes I figured as much. On both counts Leon." I smile amused as 
O'Reily shifts unsurely looking between the two of us. 

"I've been watching the painters put the name on with bright green 
paint. Lovely touch I must admit." I chuckle abit amused and turn to 
face them both seriously. 

"How goes everyone's settling in?" I ask Leon as I walk over and sit 
down in my chair. 

"Very well. I do have my concerns about the lack of sleep on your 
part, however." he voices smoothly making me smile simply. 

"Yes. I figured as much this may come up." I chuckle abit gently as I 
lean back in my chair as O'Reily looks at me slightly surprised then 
sighs . 

"Leon. Please allow us some privacy for awhile. I have some talking 
to do with our Captain..." he requests while looking at me 
sternly . 

I ignore the look and yawn tiredly. 

"How's about you save it for later O'Reily. I'm going to get some 
sleep." I suggest after finishing up with some reports on my 
computer . 

I close the lid on my laptop calmly as Leon disappears quietly with a 
understanding nod. 

"Rose. I want to talk about what I meant in the apartment." O'Reily 
says seriously and I nod understandingly . 

"O'Reily. I am scared about you being hurt if I let you in close. I 
may at times be a person who has... Who knows who they are and want. 
But I don't when it comes to personal relationships. I can be 
anything. Kind, heartless, loving and cold. I can change my 
personality base like the shifting of the wind. I can hardly grasp it 
or understand it and I've accepted my chaotic past has made me what I 
am today. I couldn't bear to burden someone with this, only to watch 
them suffer or turn and hurt me once they are close enough to I 
explain looking to the wall as I do my best to put it all into words 
so he can understand. 

As I talk he sneaks from his chair then suddenly spins mine around to 
face him then pulls me to my feet - holding me around the arms in a 
close embrace. 

"Silly girl. I have seen you work over the past weeks. You may be 



confused but you are always a very kind and empathetic person. But 
you are ruled by your on again, off again emotions. Rose, your the 
most unique, frustrating, determined, frightening, interesting, 
innocent, naive, intelligent, and loving woman I think who has ever 
existed and because of all that and more - no one will ever fully 
understand you as who you are." he says, looking at me earnestly, 
then continues after a short pause, holding me out by my arms to look 
at me fully. 

"But I do want to get to know you better. To see each facet of your 
personality for myself. You threw me out of the boxing ring when we 
first met - at a time I had figured you were nothing but talk. That 
you would barely last one hit from me, let alone take many and manage 
to throw me clear from the ring then proceed to give me a run for my 
money with each step you took. Which you certainly did with ease and 
passion I've not seen before." he smiles slightly as I look at him 
surprised and touched. 

Its afew moments before I suddenly smile with childlike 
mischievousness . 

"So I _DID_ leave a foot print on your ass!" I chirp with a 
giggle . 

"Bruise is more like it. I still haven't lived that one down. Having 
my ass literally kicked by a trainee - with the boot mark on my ass 
to prove it." he sighs abit chuckling abit and I pat his shoulder 
sympathetically . 

"Then don't underestimate me again. Or stick your ass out during a 
match with someone." I giggle abit, getting a odd look from him as he 
looks at me. 

"That so eh?" he smirks wryly. 

"Uh... Damn... Me and my big mouth.." I smack my forehead just as he 
gently pushes me back down into my desk chair. 

"We'll get to your mouth later. Now back to the matter at hand. Rose 
to be honest with you I still don't fully comprehend that your really 
from the past or how you seem to fit into this era so perfectly." He 
admits, sitting on the edge of my desk looking at me honestly. 

"When I first saw you on the Leviathan when you first arrived here. I 
knew right away you were different and despite the uniform I knew 
there was something.. About you. Then in your team's barracks I knew 
if I took the place of the petty officer beside me - that I would 
find out more about you.. I certainly found out alot about you during 
that fight. Despite your holding back your full strength and fighting 
capabilities. You're very passionate about what you set yourself to 
accomplishing, but like to have fun and value the simple things of 
life. You can think up and plan elaborate pranks or scenes but leave 
the accomplishment of those to others for their enjoyment. You talk 
big and tough, but have deep reservations about actually causing harm 
of any kind or being in a confrontation at all if you can avoid it. 
Though when you have to fight, you are a quick and efficient person. 
And when needed, deadly. Certainly not the wisest idea to bring you 
to the point you take violent action. Your also a very and deeply 
loyal person to those you value and trust - even to the point of 
being blinded by it. Though one thing about you still puzzles me 



about you after that match..." he pauses again, looking at me 
thoughtfully as I cross my hands in my lap neatly, waiting and 
listening . 

"Your such a passionate person and yet no one has ever seen it in you 
before? I'm the only one who saw this?" he muses thoughtfully, but 
very confused as I smile warmly. 

"Your the first to touch me in any romantic way. And certainly the 
first to say anything even close to this, to me. But your not the 
first to notice. Austin Thomas and I were together for quite some 
time. But it was long distance so we never met face to face until we 
wound up here. I broke it off with him because he talked and 
complained about things he could change, held things back from me and 
many other things that just made carrying on with him too much for my 
heart to bear. By the end - I no longer felt anything for him so that 
is why I called it quits." I explain calmly before rubbing my right 
eye tiredly. 

"Now can I goto bed now? ! " I whine slightly, looking at him, trying 
to be as cute as possible. 

O'Reily pauses a moment then smiles amused as he stands up "Hmmm. . . I 
don't know..." he paces abit, rubbing his chin in mock thought. 

I stand up in a semi-impatient and child "Well I'm gonna!" I state 
stubbornly then begins to take my boots off, using my chair to rest 
each boot on as I untie them. 

"And what if I said no?" I he coo's into my ear teasingly as I set my 
right boot down beside the left, under my desk. 

I just shrug simply as I slip my t-shirt off. 

"I'd do it anyways." I answer simply, squeaking surprised when he 
catches my wrists above my head as I'm about to fully pull the shirt 
off my head. 

But now due to the interference its stuck halfway up my face, 
covering my eyes. 

I wriggle to try and get free but he keeps a firm grip on me, gently 
sliding his free hand up my left side which causes a pleasant shiver 
to spread over my skin. 

"Eeek! O'Reily what are you doing?" I squeak unsurely, blushing 
shyly . 

"You'll see." he murmurs sensually, tauntingly his breath caresses my 
bare lips. 

This only makes the blush deepen on my exposed face as I swallow 
nervously . 

I can feel his closeness as he tauntingly traces his fingers down my 
back, exploring every notch and curve which makes me squirm 
shyly . 

He does this very carefully before kissing my lips in only what I 
could describe as a very sensual and secure manor as he slides his 



arm around my waist then with the hand holding my wrists, releases me 
and slides my shirt fully off me. 

Then he slowly turns us around and drops my shirt onto my chair then 
slides his other arm around my waist with the other as I gently slip 
my arms around his neck, enjoying myself. 

"Am I going too fast?" he breaks the kiss looking into my eyes gently 
as I smile abit sheepishly embarrassed. 

"Well. I've never... Done anything like this before... But I want to 
find out." I look into his eyes, blushing shyly. 

"Though I think I should shower. Before I make myself sick with fever 
from the undoubtedly deep red blush I've got going on." I joke 
lightly, biting my lip unsurely as he chuckles amused. 

"Yes, that wouldn't be good if you got a fever." he admits 
affectionately, unwrapping his arms from around me as I do the same, 
then suddenly with one hand pulls him down to my level and kisses him 
as he had done to me before pushing him back into my chair as he 
looks up at me confused and pleasantly surprised. 

"What was that for?" he asks finally, watching me prep the small 
shower stall in my room calmly. 

"Oh. Just to see which it was - a good kisser or chef." I smile 
cleverly as I slip my towel around myself and slide the last of my 
clothes off, placing them in a neat pile at the end of my bed. 

"Stay out of my kitchen." I giggle abit before slipping into the 
stall and sneaking my towel out to the hook beside the shower before 
I fully close the bullet proof opaque door and begin showering. 

I enjoy the hot water as it soothes my red hot face and the sore 
muscles as I scrub a good lather up on my skin. 

I massage my scalp as I shampoo my hair soothingly, humming to myself 
pleasantly . 

I finish my shower off with a good footscrub while the conditioner 
soaks into my hair before I rinse off fully and put the last of the 
leave in conditioner and wring my wet hair out. 

I open the stall door just slightly - forgetting entirely that 
O' Kelly is in my room as I pat around the spot I left my towel 
hanging and to my surprise find his hand there. 

The fingers of his other hand wrap around the edge off the door 
before he grabs my wrist, slides the door open and pulls me out to 
him as I yelp embarrassed, blushing all over again as I bump into 
him, still dripping wet. 

The first thing I notice to my pleasant embarrassment as I bump into 
his body that he has removed his jacket and shirt, revealing his well 
defined chest. 

I feel my skin warm shyly as he wraps his arms loosely around my 
naked form, looking down at me. 



"Oh come now. You must've seen the men of your troop naked before and 
been seen naked as well." he looks at me, abit amused at my 
shyness . 

"Yes... Well I have... But... None were uh . . . So defined or... Uh . 
You." I stumble over my words nervously making him chuckle as I blush 
nervously . 

"I see." he smirks impishly as he secrets his hand fully around my 
waist then suddenly pulls me right upto him tightly, making me look 
right up at him surprised. 

I relax abit knowingly before he begins to walk back towards my bed, 
using his free hand to throw the blankets back as he leans down and 
we kiss gently at first. Then as we both slide down across my bed, 
kissing one another it grows more intense. 

Once laid down on the bed he begins to kiss down to my neck, 
exploring it interestedly. His fingers begin to explore up the inside 
of my thigh while he explores my neck carefully making me squirm and 
shudder pleasantly. 

"Aaah... That tickles.." I giggle slightly as his fingers caress the 
inside of my thigh abit, making him smirk amused. 

"Hmm. . . That sensitive eh?" he teases before furthering his 
explorations, causing a involuntary moan to escape my lips, which 
urges him on as his fingers slide over me. 

He continues exploring for the sensitive and 'reactive' parts on my 
body over the next hour and so until he finds the most sensitive of 
them, putting his focus into them until I'm completely spent. 

I lay on the bed, panting and close to him to enjoy his warmth, 
planning to dose off happily. 

As he covers me with the blankets and I kiss him for what I plan to 
be the last of the night before I sleep, I notice the faint green 
glow by my desk. 

My eyes widen in surprise and embarrassment as I notice Leon standing 
there with a unimpressed scowl deeply written on his 
features . 

"Captain. Your presence is required on the bridge immediately. I 
suggest you both review your orders concerning this kind of 
interaction and _not repeat it_. " he scolds us seriously as O'Reily 
sighs as I let the blush fade. 

"Don't you knock?" he grumbles as I sigh abit tiredly and sit up, 
straddling O'Reily' s waist deliberately. 

"So whats the problem up top Leon?" I coo gently before I kiss 
O'Reily with a coy smirk as he slides his hands around my waist, 
playing along eagerly. 

"Mmm. . . I think we should listen to the AI . Besides, there will be 
other times." O'Reily mutters quietly in my ear before smirking as 
Leon turns a deep green, crossing his broad arms in utter frustration 
at our impish behaviour. 



"Okay. And Leon. I'm not going back to the past. This is where I 
belong - So that stipulation is mute. Besides. There's no one I would 
rather give my first time to." I smile warmly at O' Kelly before I hop 
off and begins to get dressed. 

"Orders are orders. As for that other matter - we are being hailed by 
another ship. They wont speak to anyone but the Captain." Leon 
relaxes slightly as he sighs with frustration. Like he's just dealt 
with two unruly children and resigned to it being the future 
norm. 

"Alright. Put the ship on the alert for trouble. And keep a close eye 
on that ship's actions." I order, putting my uniform of light blue 
jeans and grey t-shirt on quickly. Then I slip my grass green button 
up shirt on before slipping my leather jacket on then I put my white 
socks on followed quickly by my boots. 

I feel O'Reily gently slide his fingers over the crest of two 
intertwined roses around a katana on the right arm of my jacket as I 
lace up my boots. The roses are half open buds, one black with 
crimson on the edges of the petals and the other is cream with azure 
on the tips of its petals. Each has a specific number of thorns and 
every detail has a personal meaning - right down to the very bend of 
the rose's stems as they weave around the sword. 

I brush my hair calmly while O'Reily slips his undershirt and 
overshirt on quietly. 

Once done I slide my hair back into a low ponytail before I pickup my 

double thigh holster then straps it on before loading three full 

magazines for each of my guns into it. O'Reily waits, sitting on my 
bed patiently, checking his own firearm before I finish off my 
weapons with two sets of three throwing knives. 

The last thing I put on is locked in a small drawer in my closet. 

I unlock it manually with a special key and takes out the box which I 
open revealing my jade rabbit, now strung on a rose red string with a 
garnet orb at the base to hold it all together. 

Once I've slipped that on and put the box away then I look at Leon 

calmly . 

"Tell them I'm on my way." I look at him curtly before walking to my 
door as O'Reily follows me quietly. 

We both walk to the bridge in stoic silence and not until we reach 
the lift do we spare a few moments to look one another 
over . 

"Overkill?" he motions to my weapon's assembly, though the knives are 
well hidden. 

"Precaution and show." I answer as the doors open and we walk to the 
bridge doors. I walk onto the bridge which is devoid of chatter as I 
walk in with O'Reily at my right who moves over to begin going over 
reports on this ship's activity levels. 


I myself walk over to my main video screen and into a small circle 



which is specifically designed to only allow view of the person 
speaking and not the whole bridge. 

Leon brings up the other person on the main view screen, who seems to 
have been patiently waiting for my arrival. 

I look at the screen apparently perturbed "So what is so important 
that I had to be woken?" I inquire unimpressed while I examine the 
man carefully. 

"Really now.. This must be some joke! Your nothing but a child. Now 
really where is the captain of your vessel girl." the man looks me 
over upset and unimpressed. 

I raise an eyebrow at his comments then I look at him flatly. 

"Stow your fascist bullshit. You wanted the Captain of this vessel. 
I'm here. Now if you don't want to get on with it and instead insult 
me - I seriously suggest you shove off old man." I cross my arms in 
front of myself, imitating Leon's mannerism when hes upset as I stare 
at the man annoyed, it all helps that despite my jacket the muscles 
of my arms show tauntingly through it. 

"Or would you rather take your foot out of your mouth and we start 
over?" I relax somewhat after afew moments of silence between us as 
he looks at me in a mix of annoyance and interest, though its obvious 
annoyance is the stronger of the two as he leans forward in his 
chair . 

"Look you little BI-" he begins rather irritated, but I release my 
arms down to my sides and look at Leon, fed-up. 

"We're done. D - Monitor their systems. If any go hot, knock out 
their engines." I order sternly, looking back at the angry face of 
the man just as Leon cuts the feed. 

"Yes ma'am." O'Reily snaps promptly. 

"Maria - set course for Victoria." I order while I walk over to the 
Captain's chair and sit down. 

I begin to go over star maps of the known star systems and those held 
by the UNSC. "Ma'am. Their ship is trying to lock onto our 
trajectory." Nichols warns and I nod once confirming. 

"Maria - make it a random jump. Then make sure they are off on a wild 
goose chase before setting our course to Victoria." I revise my 
orders quickly. 

"Yes Ma'am!" I hear her respond promptly while Nichols lines the ship 
up in accordance with the flight plan she's sent him. 

"Remind me never to wake you Captain." Nichols jokes, making me smile 
amused as afew chuckle. 

"That's a wise idea if I haven't slept in three days." I muse 
thoughtfully . 

"Ma'am. They're sending a message to another ship. They are calling 
for reinforcements." Samson, our communicat ions specialist warns 



seriously concerned. "Something about a second 'Twin'.." he reads off 
worried and confused. 

I lift my head and turn immediately serious as I standup. 

"Alright. Devin - lock on their com array with the focused EMP 
generator and knock it out. Samson - disrupt those transmissions and 
get me a line to that coward. Leon - Hack their systems through the 
corn-link. I want all their NAV data and everything on this 'Twin' 
topic. Then shut their main systems down - backup power only. And 
someone please keep an eye out for company please." I begin to bark 
the orders out seriously, causing many to look but quickly jump to 
work as I walk over to the projection site and wait's. 

"Shall I keep us here ma'am?" Maria inquires, beating Nichols to the 
punch . 

"Yes. Hold position and be ready to jump in case this gets too 
exciting." I answer seriously, causing her and Nichols to begin 
preparing busily as the old man's image comes up on the view 
screen . 

"So I see you know about the 'Twins'. Tell me _child_, what else do 
you know?" the old man coo's tauntingly as his image clarifies on the 
screen . 

"That your a glorified pirate. Do you honestly think me that stupid 
to fall for such an obvious trick like that? Twins? Really... How 
stupid must your reference to the UNSC Gorgon be? Could it be any 
more obvious that your a Insurrectionist Captain preying on any ship 
that comes close." I hiss in a overconfident manor - like I've just 
caught him in my trap, while some of the crew pause and watch us 
worriedly . 

I however catch a slight glimmer of confusion in the man's brown eyes 
while I smirk confidently - knowing I just caught him in a lie. 

The reference wasn't about the Gorgon, but something _else_! 

"Ma'am! Three ship's inbound! They're weapons hot and coming in on 
our location fast!" O'Reily warns seriously, making me secretly gnaw 
my bottom lip as I think of a backup plan. 

"Ma'am! One is confirmed to be the flagship of the Eridanus rebels!" 
Nichols confirms, as a worried vibe fills the room. 

I look at Leon, who has his eyes closed, working on all I've asked of 
him while I myself am apparently still calm in thought. 

He opens his eyes suddenly then gives me a curt nod. 

"Your overconf idence will be your undoing." the old man sneers 
venomously as I relax visibly then smiles amused. 

"That's funny. I was going to say... EIRE!" I bark suddenly. 

The COM link goes dead just as a look of utter surprise comes on the 
man's face as the emergency lights come to life as their power 
dies . 



Leon does his best to hide a satisfied grin as O'Reily in perfect 
timing kills their communicat ions array. Then Maria and Nichols take 
us into slipspace just as the warning is given we've been fired upon 
by their reinforcements - though thankfully far enough away that we 
get into slipspace without a scratch. 

Once in slipspace and all reports come back there's been no damage I 
walk over to my chair and sit back down satisfied. 

"Jeese! That was a close one." Nichols exhales relieved as afew 
others follow suit happily. 

"Yes it was. Leon send the information gathered to my office 
computer. Maria once we drop out, set our course for Victoria then we 
will switch crew shifts so everyone can get some rest." I order then 
stands up after typing in some instructions for Leon's eyes only 
before I walk to the doors of the bridge calmly. 

"And O'Reily - Start training your team to repel boarders at a 
moments notice. From anywhere on the ship. There will be drills." I 
warn before walking out and turn's to Leon calmly. 

"Leon - the bridge is yours." I smirk amused before the doors close 
on afew of the surprised faces before I walk away to the lift. 

I head down to my room where I carefully strip out of my clothes, 
tossing them onto my desk chair before I crawl into bed hopeful there 
will be no further interruptions as I dose off. 


16. Chapter 15 

The trip is quiet as I mostly stick to myself and my work on the 
first intelligence we have from confirmed Innie systems. 

Each day is pretty much the same as the next with the odd variation, 
like a visit from O'Reily with 'Papa' Leon babysitting us 
suspiciously . 

Though once in awhile we either begin making out or he'll grope me 
teasingly just to bug the 'old man'. It's almost comical how Leon 
tenses up whenever we do anything asides talk about one another to 
get to know one another better or talk shop. Though obviously he 
never finds it as funny and winds up scolding us like we were a 
couple teenagers. Which only amuses us 'kids' more. 

I do on occasion leave my quarters to work out and practice my 
Parkour style of fighting while either working with or without the 
gravity on. I move about the areas of the ship where gravity controls 
are a deliberate luxury, usually being high risk areas of ship to 

ship boarding or places where the Og environment makes moving heavy 

loads or equipment far easier and also during periods where most of 
the crew is in cryostasis, to save energy that would otherwise be 
wasted on levels that are hardly or never used. 

I've once used a oxygen canister to fly down the halls at high speed, 

navigating through the winding corridors throughout the ship until it 
was fully spent just as I reached the cargo bay. 


That one game, sparked races with the cans and some 'armor' to 



protect us in the incidence of a collision or crash with the walls. 

It helps keep moral up and builds the strong team bonds needed for 
this mission, far easier then I had figured. 

Over the weeks in travel, the races spark other team and teamwork 
based games among the crew, myself deliberately participating in each 
one. Leon seems to find each one more and more intriguing as he tells 
me later on, though doesn't entirely approve of them at first. 

Over time, he becomes more and more in favor of the games as he see's 
mine and O'Reily's points on their necessity. By the time we reach 
the III Tauri System we are far more tightly knit then when we first 
started out from Eridanus . 

"Ma'am. There's nothing on our scanners." Nichols reports 
simply . 

"No COM chatter either." Samson reports suspiciously. 

"Hm. They know we are here. Or that we are coming. Bring us to red 
alert Leon. Seal all unused corridors and decks. Re-route all the 
power from those decks to other systems. Boost the power for the 
scanners. I want as much detail as you can give. Just to make sure no 
one's trying to sneak up on us." I order seriously before I begin to 
go over some things on my laptop while sitting in my chair 
comfortably. Very confident of my crew's ability to handle almost 
anything thrown at them now that I'm more familiar with them. 

"Yes Ma'am!" I hear the succession of prompt confirmations as 
everyone gets to work. 

"Captain. If the URF knows we are here. We could be sailing right 
into a trap." O'Reily warns cautiously looking over readings at his 
station. I nod confirmingly as I diligently work at something before 
finally responding, in my now usual business-like manor that I use 
while working. 

"Yes I am aware. That is why I want you to be ready to go weapons hot 
at a moments notice. I don't want to use force if we don't have to, 
this is not a UNSC vessel so we don't have endless ammunition's 
available O'Reily. Prep your team as well. If all goes well I want to 
take a team down to the surface while Maria scans the surface of the 
planet to compile detailed maps of it and any human structures." I 
order smoothly. 

"_This is recon. Period. I hammer the point home as he opens his 
mouth to protest, but he closes his mouth when I look at him 
seriously . 

"Yes. Captain." he responds relentingly as everyone works 
distractedly at their stations. I go back to compiling something on 
my own computer with Leon's help for troubleshooting or playing out 
any scenarios so there's plenty of backup plans available in case of 
trouble through this entire recon mission. 

As we approach then drop into orbit around the planet, I notice that 
I was right about this being a perfect place for a insurrectionist 
base. I watch over the first few scans before I take the lift down to 
the cargo bay as Maria sets to work taking us in to drop the team 
of f . 



I check my pistols and pickup some flash bangs, smoke bombs and a set 
of special binoculars so we can record anything I use them on for 
later analysis. 

A marine from O'Reily's squad is setup with the camera to record the 
entire mission, while the rest check their weapons and their sniper 
customizes their gun to be more silent and diffuse the muzzle flash 
by at least 85% - 90%. 

They are just finishing the last checks when O'Reily steps off the 
lift seeming to be ready to join us by his outfit change and tension 
in his muscles as he walks towards us. 

"O'Reily. Stay on board. You will man the guns on the ship to ensure 
that if there's any trouble we have a reliable person to provide 
cover from above." I order calmly as I help one of his squad adjust 
their pack. 

"Yes Ma'am. I came down because we have found a unregistered base on 
the planet and we need to know what the changes to the plan are." he 
smirks abit, handing me my black military style cap. 

"Good. Take detailed scans of the base and the outlying areas. Keep 
COM chatter to an absolute minimum. Emergency chatter only. I will 
use the colored smoke to signal pickup in 10 hours. We will move in 
close and get what Intel we can on this place before we hump it back 
to this extraction point." I explain calmly, using a point on the map 
which is displayed on the tablet he is holding, showing some of the 
first images of the base. Not the best quality but well enough to 
discern it is definitely a base. An active one at that, which peaks 
my intense curiosity. 

"Definitely have to investigate that." I think thoughtfully. 

I key my COM earpiece "Nichols. Watch for anything off around the 
other side of the planet or any astral bodies a person could hide a 
ship or more behind. This is too easy." I order suddenly, as I get a 
bad feeling. 

"And pickup's in 5 hours." I look at the image of the base seriously 
thoughtful . 

"Whats up? Suspect an ambush?" one of the marines: Tony asks 
expectantly as he cycles the chamber on his rifle. 

"Don't be too eager to get into it with the people here. We are on 
their turf with no Intel on them. Not a situation I take hastily, 
especially when its an area of known hostiles." I look at him and 
smirk abit. 

"Pack extra grenades. Your too light." I order which makes his eyes 
light up excitedly and he whoops happily. 

"Captain! I've got three exhaust trails behind the other side of the 
planet and Samson just confirmed there is coded COM chatter; NON 
UNSC, still trying to lock on the location its coming from." Nichols 
cuts in over our TEAMCOM and I sigh heavily as I slide my cap 
on . 



"Alright. Continue operations as usual. Record the com chatter and 
get the best high resolution images of that base that you can. Maria, 
are we ready for the drop yet?" I ask her as I slide my small pack on 
with the medical kit inside. 

"200 Feet to go ma'am. Err... Captain, Sorry." she reads off then 
apologizes as I chuckle. 

"No worries Maria. Bring us to 150, we will rappel down. Be ready at 
a moment's notice to come in hot for a pickup if there is trouble. 
Keep me informed of any changes." I order. 

"Yes Captain. Alright you lot, you heard the Captain! Get those lines 
up!" O'Reily barks to the team who jump immediately into organized 
action . 

I catch and strap on a harness with O'Reily' s help before I walk over 
and help check the others. By the time we are done O'Reily has sent 
orders upto the bridge and opened the cargo bay doors. I clip on 
first with Tony beside me, Gwen is beside him with Mike and Roger is 
on my other side with Katrina. 

"Don't be late." O'Reily warns making me laugh. 

"Late? Us?! Naaahhh." I joke before stepping off the edge into a 
guided fall. 

The others follow after me, quickly trying to catch up. 

I honestly was terrified looking down and did everything not to 
scream or squeeze the release too hard which would've slowed my 
decent greatly or gotten me stuck. 

So that meant I slide down the line at a decent speed making the 
ground come up alot faster then I will ever be able to get used 
to . 

But like a professional, I tap the break just before I touchdown so 
its a nice ' n ' gent le drop to the ground before I unstrap, while I 
carefully begin surveying the area suspiciously. 

The others are close behind and in a matter of moments have 
unstrapped and checked the area as well. 

"All clear." Mike says then motions two fingers ahead, Tony and 
Katrina moving forward in practised unison as I begin checking my 
tablet using its minor scanners to check the area. 

"Its clear that way for another 5 miles. But this way will give us 
better chances to observe the base's operations." I read off as the 
ship retracts the lines and begins to ascend into orbit as the cargo 
bay doors close. 

I look at Mike calmly showing him the map. 

He gently takes the tablet then thumbs over some things before 
looking at Gwen seriously, the two sharing some kind of unspoken 
communicat ion between one another. 

"Captain.. This is such a high risk mission. Why did you come along?" 



Roger asks quietly, walking over and stops beside me as I look around 
quietly . 


"Understanding of the enemy. And I can't let all of you have all the 
fun." I smile abit . 

"Ma'am. That's really an unnecessary risk. If you were captured he 
begins to protest and I smile amused. 

"I'm sure they would sooner put a bullet into my head." I smile then 
gently places my hand on his shoulder, giving it a comforting 
squeeze . 

"I'll be sure to stay down." I sooth gently before walking into the 
trees . 

"All clear up here." Tony says quietly as I walk over 
silently . 

"Katrina, please check the tree at 500 yards with your scope, 15 feet 
up and at its base please." I order smoothly as I take the tablet 
back from Mike. 

It turns out to be clear, despite the odd feeling and lumps I 
saw . 

Over the next hours we move to better locations to survey the base 
and its operations carefully without begin attacked or it being 
openly revealed we have been detected. 

Things go the same way over the next five years with our 
investigations into the Insurrectionist operations and hidden 
bases . 

Though that doesn't mean however that we don't run into trouble or 
difficulties once in awhile. 

We get into six space conflicts and four attempted boardings by 
pirates and Insurrectionist pirates looking for supply's. 

None succeed in getting on board our ship, let alone close enough to 
even worry O'Reily's teams, which they complain about somewhat like 
pouting children. 

Then there are the ten ground conflicts as we have been either 
arriving at a location, leaving or somewhere in the middle. 

So far I am thankful no one has been killed in any of the 
conf lict s . 

The UNSC has been kept satisfied by Leon through his detailed reports 
of alot of our findings and my own personal 'mission' logs. 

As a result of the work, many catastrophic bombings are prevented or 
averted all together thankfully and we can find it easier to 
re-supply the ship or get parts for repairs as well as upgrades. 

To my thanks, publicity of our work is kept to a very minimal level 
and the military does less and less to hand us orders or tell us how 
to run this investigation. 



Though a constant frustration for myself is the fact despite all our 
work, we are still no closer to finding my sister or General Howard 
Graves . 


But on the eve of my birthday we receive a suspicious hand written 
letter signed by Graves, inviting us to Camp New Hope. 

Its a kind of traditional birthday card which I find strange though 
it has my curiosity. 


17 . Chapter 1 6 

"Captain. Its got to be a trap! You can't seriously be considering 
going there!" Nichols protests as O'Reily returns to the bridge with 
his squad. 

"The man was escorted off the ship safely." Mike states promptly as I 
continue looking at the card thoughtfully in my hand. 

"Leon, send the General's profile and psychology reports to my office 
please." I order still lost in my thoughts. 

"I'm wondering if its not time to go play ball with him, personally." 
I lean back slightly, looking at the stars still lost completely in 
my own thoughts. 

"Captain you can't rush in blindly. It is most definitely a trap." 
Nichols pushes. 

"I would have to agree Ma'am. This is all too easy." Samson says 
smoothly to which I nod understandingly . 

"Your not going alone." O'Reily pipes up sternly in a much more 
protective tone then I guess he intended by his sudden nervous shift 
afterwards. Then again, his getting stared at by afew of the others 
suggestively may also be why he squirmed too. 

"I mean look, we've not found a single shred on him or your sister. 
Then all of a sudden he sends an invitation to a party? ! Captain this 
is obviously a trap or some kind of setup to stop us from revealing 
their operations!" he quickly adds as I smile amused slightly. 

"I know. That was my first thought until I saw these." I hold up a 
small lock of smooth brown hair and a key card with codes viable for 
that day on it . 

"Now I wonder if its not a test to feel out the opposition. Find 
their strengths and weaknesses. Simply... To talk. I would be lying 
if I said that idea doesn't appeal greatly to me. But your concerns 
are all very valid. That is why I will think this over. I do suggest 
we ready to start heading for Victoria anyways. So if its agreed 
later that we goto the tra- erm. Party, we wont be late. And if not - 
we can turn back." I turn my chair around to face all of them 
calmly . 

All ten of them are looking at me with mixed expressions. 

Surprise, concern then slowly understanding. 



However the worry on the matter is still apparent in their 
eyes . 

Though Leon seems to ease up more quickly then the rest, a slight 
smirk playing on his avatar's lips wryly. 

"Captain. You cant be suggesting- " O' Kelly continues but stops when 
I stand, a serious look on my face. 

"Mike. You have command. Maria take us out and get us underway to 
Victoria. O'Reily. I will not have my authority questioned on my 
bridge. You have made your concerns known. Now go hit the showers and 
get some rest. Four straight days is long enough for you to be trying 
to lie about having slept. Tony. Roger. Make sure he does as told 
please." I order sternly as O'Reily grits his teeth tensely, 
obviously upset but relents after a few moments. 

"Yes Ma'am. My apologies." he grumbles abit after exhaling all that 
frustration in one solid burst. 

I soften and smile approvingly "Now boys. I suggest taking the man to 
go get cleaned up and stuffed into bed. As for you girls. I have a 
special assignment." I smile abit as the guys nod to one another 
then, whistling, link their arms around O'Reily' s biceps before he 
can protest or fight then drags him off the bridge as afew chuckle, 
breaking up the previous tension efficiently. 

Afterwards I hand the girls the paper with their 'special assignment' 
on it before I walk off to the lift myself and join the men on 
board . 

"Roose!" O'Reily growls at me as I work on my tablet calmly, trying 
to keep the smile on my lips from being seen or the laughter from 
escaping my lips until I can calm it enough to respond. 

"Yes O'Reily?" I speak smoothly, though the obvious amusement is 
clear in my voice unintentionally. O'Reily tries to slip his arms 
free of the guys, but Roger and Tony keep a firm hold of him. 

"Let me go damn it! You've had your fun!" he gripes while 
struggling . 

Roger looks at him with surprising calmness considering the 
situation . 

"Sorry sir. But orders are orders. Besides how else would we make 
sure you get to the showers? Your far too fast to run down sir." he 
responds in his usual calm, matter of fact manor which makes Tony 
crack up snickering. 

"Yeah. We can't have you escaping on us." he bursts out laughing as 
the lift slows. 

I wait until the doors have opened and I am off before smiling at him 
sweetly . 

"Don't forget to wash behind your ears O'Reily." I remind in a sweet 
manor which causes Tony to nearly double over with laughter. Though 
on the other side of that is Roger who turns away from O'Reily, 



hiding a smile on his face. O'Reily, however just glares at me 
unimpressed as the doors close. His expression says it all very 
clearly "I will get you for that!" where as he himself stays silent, 
glowering at me. 

Once the doors have closed I giggle slightly then walk to my quarters 
and spend the next eight hours working with Leon on different plans 
and scenarios over the 'Invitation' matter and who would be best to 
bring with myself considering the card states I can bring one other 
person . 

I did not tell the crew right out since I suspected it would cause 
more worry and confusion: That I plan on accepting the invitation. 
But, of course, due to my own fatigued state I would not be well 
equipped to handle the inevitable situation that would arise from 
their legitimate concerns . 

Suddenly there's a knock at my door and I look at the time as Leon 
and I are in the middle of discussing the invitation and the crews 
concerns . 

"Hm 18:05..." I mutter thoughtfully then looks at Leon 
calmly . 

"Let's finish this after..." I look at him calmly as he nods 
understandingly . 

"I will run more scenarios. Captain this is not Graves' usual method 
so I am also concerned." he states and I nod understandingly. 

"I had figured as much." I smile appreciatively before looking to my 
door . 

"Come in." I call calmly, putting the papers on my desk away calmly 
as the door opens . 

"Captain. Its all done." Gwen says as she walks in with a mischievous 
grin on her face, which is shared by Katrina who follows behind 
her . 

I nod approvingly, smiling at the two broadly. 

"Wonderful to hear. Thank you ladies. Now why not both of you go 
relax and get some rest. We will spring the trap tomorrow morning at 
11:15." I smile and explain to them both calmly. The women both nod 
confirming then Katrina looks at me seriously as Gwen moves to 
leave . 

"Captain. What is going on between you and Sargent O'Reily?" she asks 
seriously, standing in place. Gwen looks between the both of us 
slightly confused but also, staring at me just a second longer, 
obviously wanting to know from the look she gives me. I simply smile 
understandingly and nods, having been expected that someone ask about 
it for some time. 

"Well. I'm not entirely sure what could be used to describe it. But 
it looks like we have begun a unsanctioned relationship. Though I 
don't really have much experience on the whole topic..." I admit 
sheepishly. They both relax for a moment but Gwen's eyes open wide 
suddenly with interest as it hits. 



"You two? How long?!" Gwen stammers through her excited interest. 


"I haven't been counting." I admit honestly, gently motioning for 
them to have a seat considering this conversation is probably going 
to be a long one. 

"So. He's the first you've dated?" Katrina asks with a far more calm 
manor then the all too excited Gwen as they both take a seat in the 
chairs across from my desk. 

"Yes." I look at them both calmly. Gwen in contrast to the very calm 
Katrina is abuzz with unspoken questions. 

"So. Wait... Your a virgin?" Gwen sputters surprised which makes me 
chuckle abit then smile warmly. 

"Yes. I'm still a virgin." I smile slightly. 

"Has he made any advances to have sex? How long was it when he made 
the first? And how frequent?" Katrina asks me in a thoughtful manor, 
which makes me pause and think carefully as she rattles the questions 
off matter-of-fact. 

"Hm. It was I think late in the first month. Maybe early second." I 
mutter thoughtfully. The two women look at one another with wry grins 
on their faces. 

"That doesn't sound like him." Gwen coos wryly to which Katrina nods 
in agreement as I look up at them abit confused. 

"You make it sound like hes a one night stand kind of guy." I look at 
them with a raised eyebrow thoughtfully. 

"Well he..." Gwen begins unsurely which only makes me look at them 
more puzzled. 

"He is dominant and can be abit rough.." she finishes, but it sounds 
almost like a warning more then a answer to my question. 

"He used to be a lady's man but... He stopped some years ago. And 
really started focusing on work more seriously." Gwen rambles on, 
getting more thoughtful and seemingly more puzzled as she goes on. 
Katrina looks at Gwen abit tiredly but I just smile. 

"Hey its all good to know. Its not a bad thing to have an active sex 
drive. But what he did with those 'relationships' is not my concern 
unless he wishes to tell me in further detail. So I appreciate the 
honesty and information." I smile warmly, hoping to prevent a later 
quarrel or issue. 

"But from all that you've told me, can I not safely assume he knows 
what hes doing?" I inquire honestly to which both of the women nod 
and open their mouths to confirm but the door suddenly slides open, 
startling Gwen to her feet, and both her and Katrina tense when a 
freshly showered and may I add unhappy looking O'Reily strides into 
the room. 

"Your damn right I know what I'm doing! And its a good thing I came 
up here to check on you three plotters..." He growls at us in his 



best intimidating manor, crossing his arms for better effect as 
Katrina blushes, sinking down into her chair and poor Gwen is statue 
still with her mouth agape in shock. 

I do my best to keep outwardly calm as my mind and undoubtedly both 
of the women wonder how much he heard. 

Though his next raving outburst, answers our gut wrenching 
question . 

"I know you three are plotting something for my birthday. I'll tell 
you right now its not going to work! SO FORGET IT!" he snarls 
frustrated . 

Poor Gwen nearly falls over in shock as I do my level best to keep my 
composure and not burst out in relieved laughter. I cut Gwen off 
before she obviously asks about what he heard us talking about which 
would only serve to raise his suspicions we were not talking about 
his birthday and in actuality about _him_. 

"Yes. You caught us plotting your birthday party. Now you be a good 
little birthday boy and goto bed young man... After you dry off." I 
look at him with the slight hint of a coy grin on my lips. 

"I said -!" he begins to snarl but I stand up calmly, the move 
cutting him off directly. 

"Don't you argue the point O'Reily. Now get your soaked self to bed 
immediately!" I order sternly as best I can. 

"And if I refuse?" he looks at me unimpressed, his arms still crossed 
in defiance. 

"Well Sargent. You could sleep in the infirmary." I begin pointedly, 
catching everyone's attention as I look at him 
seriously . 

"Considering your pushing the medical limitations for the amount of 
time a person should or can go without sleep before it begins to 
effect them negatively. Now you can either go to your room and sleep, 
or I will have you sedated and taken to the infirmary where you will 
sleep off the sedative and be put through a full mental and physical 
examination before going back on duty. In three days." I explain 
calmly, raising my eyebrow as I look at him in a daring manor, 
challenging his stubborn manors to push and see how he loses. 

"And girls. I do believe that ends our plotting for the evening." I 
smile at them both suddenly warm and chipper. O'Reily relaxes 
somewhat defeatedly as my words of 'threat' finally sink in. 

"Please escort O'Reily to his quarters before also enjoying the time 
off and getting some well earned rest yourselves. It's been a long 
week and all of us should get some well deserved rest." I look at 
them all gently with my final words before I straighten up properly. 
Both women stand properly and all-together chime "Yes Ma'am!" before 
filing out of my quarters in a orderly manor. 

I sigh abit tiredly when the door closes behind them and I get back 
to the papers I once had on my desk. 



"Leon. Can you use the most likely scenario to make some plans we can 
use to our favor and we'll continue after I get some rest." I ask as 
the projector on my desk glows with his greenish light letting me 
know hes listening before it blinks a couple times in confirmation 
then goes out. 

"Thank you Leon." I thank him appreciatively before I put the last of 
the documents and things on my desk, away into their proper places 
before I stand up and begin to take my clothes off. I hop into my 
small shower once I've fully undressed and begins to enjoy a soothing 
and comforting hot shower before I dry myself off then climbs into my 
waiting bed after putting my panties, tank top and shorts on. 

I wake up late the next day to someone shuffling around in my 
quarters silently. It's a faint sound that snapped my eyes open while 
I otherwise stayed still in the bed quietly. I listen quietly for a 
good many minutes as they search the room for something. 

In vain it seems. 

They are deliberate and silent in their movements. But as their 
search comes to an end and they stand in the middle of my room they 
grunt frustrated after looking around my room carefully begin to 
leave. I secret my hand under my pillow to grab my knife but I'm 
shocked and worried when I find its completely gone. 

I do my best to feign sleep as they pause at the slight movement I 
made rustled the bedding so I continue with it like I'm shifting in 
my sleep. 

I listen nervously as the person pauses and I feel their eyes on my 
back which makes me even more nervous and my heart begins to beat 
faster. I hear a rustle of clothing before they begin to walk towards 
me, then stops beside my bed. 

I do my best to 'be asleep' but tense as I wait for them to make the 
first move. I'm however surprised when they move some stray hairs 
from my face with a all too gentle caress and their fingers slide 
down my cheek to my neck, which tickles abit making me groan slightly 
'in my sleep' and I shift slightly. I feel their fingers play with 
the string of my Jade rabbit, pulling it into view gently. 

"So... Is that what they are after? But why?" I wonder 
confused . 

"Lucky.. Rabbit..." the voice is so sudden. 

So quiet I strain to hear the words as the person coos ever so 
quietly . 

But the one thing I do hear clearly is confirmation in their 
voice . 

They release my necklace then gently cover me up with my blankets 
then just as I'm about to flip over and pounce on them. 

I feel a sharp needle like prick to the side of my neck as a heavy 
feeling begins to quickly come over me. 


"There. That should keep her out of my business till its all done. 



And sedate." the now distorted voice sneers while my head begins to 
spin groggily. 


"Ugh... I can't let.. This stuff.. Take full hold... Must warn... The 
others.." I think to myself as I stubbornly and desperately fight to 
keep conscious as I wait for the intruder to make their exit. 

They do... Slowly. 

Too slowly. 

I begin to worry I wont be able to stay conscious before they leave 
the room. 

But I am relieved when I hear my door open then close before I 
sluggishly sit up and drunkenly open the hidden com panel with a 
direct line to the bridge. 

I wait the agonizingly slow few seconds for the system to activate 
and someone to answer, fighting as hard as I can to stay conscious 
but my sight and strength are both fading fast. 

Nichols fussy image comes up on the screen, looking abit 
puzzled. 

"Captain. Whats going up?" he asks me confused and concerned when he 
sees my condition. 

"There's a traitor on board. Leon needs to seal this level. Find them 
and detain them! They just left my - Mmmph ! " I begin to explain 
quickly until a gloved hand reaches out from the darkness, clamping 
around my mouth tightly then pulls me off my bed as an arm locks both 
of mine to my sides. 

I can't put up any resistance as the sedatives numb the last 'hold 
outs' of my strength and senses. I do thankfully hear a quick working 
Nichols barking orders before everything gets dark very 
quickly . 

"Tsk tsk tsk Captain. You were too hasty." the person sneers, 
whispering into my ear as I feel them begin to carry my increasingly 
limp body from the room like that. 

I curse myself for the foolish mistake, wondering as I pass out if 
this person's intentions are to use me as a hostage, kidnapping or 
that this may be my final moments. 


18 . Chapter 17 

As I fall into the darkness I come to a sudden stop. Its a gentle 
bump, like being laid down in soft grass. Then I begin to regain my 
senses slowly. The earthy and warm smell of grass in the summer is 
the first thing to greet me. Then my body warms like I'm laying in 
the sun on a warm summer's day. Joined by a slight breeze ruffling 
through my clothes and hair like gentle caresses. 

Then I open my eyes and find I _am_ laying in a field of grass, far 
removed from where I had just been. 



But as I situp and look around, I'm not panicked or concerned but 
instead entirely calm. I stand up and look around curiously. I'm 
standing barefoot in ankle high grass during a warm summer's day with 
a breeze blowing by gently, rustling it and the many different 
patches of wildflowers that dot the grassy landscape around 
me . 

There's hints of a castle's rundown towers over a far knoll as I look 
over my right. Then over my left is a medium sized lake, its azure 
blue waters sparkle welcomely at me as the wind rustles the tall 
reeds on the right side of the lake. 

I see the flitting of movement in the corner of my eye and ghostly 
memory's of two children, a young long haired blonde, blue eyed girl 
in a cute dress and another short haired brunette girl dressed like a 
little tomboy, flit across the fields laughing and playing 
together . 

I look on smiling fondly as I recognize these children as myself and 
my lost sister. 

Then a middle aged man with short, silvering brown hair and dark 
brown eyes crests one of the hills calling to 'us' and we both scurry 
over and jump into his arms happily. 

The images disappear like mist and new ones form of a different time 
of my sister and myself playing with the man. 

There's many more ghostly visions of these innocent games, all 
showing themselves to me like long lost memories of times long 
past . 

Suddenly as the last vision fades there's a rush of wind past me and 
my sister's image and my own rush past me in a merry game of chase as 
the man sits on the knoll watching us chuckling. As my sister and I 
run past the man, we wink to one another then suddenly turn and leap 
at the man with the intent of tackling him. But he surprises us by 
catching us in his broad arms in a flash of movement before he 
chuckles merrily while holding us in a warm embrace. 

"My two wonderful daughters." he chuckles and hugs us warmly, the two 
of us gently hugging him back with our small arms. 

I cover my mouth in shock as tears fall down my cheeks as I realize 
what this all is. It is my lost memory's of a time far beyond that my 
sister and I had desperately tried to remember. Our innocence and 
parents . 

"My father. We had parents. _We weren't created souls but born!_" I 
realize horrified as it comes together and the prophecy I made comes 
to mind. 

"If there is a war against the human race... While we are here, I 
could be fighting my _blood twin_ to the death if we gain our 
spiritual-otherkin powers." I sniffle as more tears slide down my 
cheeks as drop my gaze to the grass while that heartwarming scene 
fades like smoke. It takes me a few moments to collect myself before 
I look up to the towers of the distant castle. 


"If there's answers to what happened... That, is where I will find 



them." I resolve, wiping the tears from my face with the palm of my 
hand before I begin to walk towards them. With each step closer to 
the castle, more and more memory's come to me of our family. I crest 
the final hill and my face falls as I look upon the scarred walls of 
our once welcoming home that now looks desolate and dangerously 
abandoned. I, unabated, continue towards the castle's battle damaged 
husk as the memory's of the battle that both sides of light and dark 
had waged on our family. Their final goal of taking my sister and I 
then separating us being completed, irreversibly scarring the two of 
us while setting our fate on this path of suffering. 

I never saw our father after that night of horror and devastation. I 
cant help but sniffle upset before I suddenly begin to run towards my 
home while tears cascade down my cheeks. 

"Home! I am finally home!" I think as I fly across the open field 
towards the castle, only coming to a slow walk as I come to the 
drawbridge which has been cut down, the chains rusted and burnt right 
through. The bridge itself is in a ghastly state of disrepair and I 
almost begin to double think crossing it until I hear a pained but 
angry scream from inside. 

Immediately I rush forward over the drawbridge and down the halls 
towards the room in which the scream came from. 

I come to the main hall, skidding to a stop at the ready to fight but 
I nearly scream horrified as I see skeletal remains sitting at the 
head of the table with a long sword through its chest. 

I clamp my hand over my mouth to prevent the scream in my throat from 
escaping as I look on horrified, walking towards the remains. 

I begin to cry openly as I look down at the remains and realize by 
the necklace stuck around the blade of the sword who it is. 

"Oh... Father..." I muse disheartened as I sink to my knees after 
gently placing my hand on the remains of his left hand. 

"I am home now. I've returned." I sniffle as my tears patter the 
stone floor, the only sound in the entire castle asides the wind 
blowing through. Until there's suddenly a loud crack from a fire 
burning in the fireplace behind my father's chair, making me jump. 

But what surprises me most is the warm hand that suddenly grasps mine 
securely . 

"My dear daughter." the warm man's voice speaks fondly making me look 
up surprised. 

I look up to see there's no longer a skeleton in his chair but a 
older man with long silvering hair and beard looking at me with those 
same warm and loving eyes I'd seen in those ghostly visions. 

He stands, gently guiding me to my feet as I look at him utterly 
speechless . 

Then as I stand properly he suddenly embraces me tightly, holding me 
in his arms overjoyed. 

I too wrap my arms around him sniffling happily "I knew you would 
find your way home one day. You always could." he says emotionally as 



he gently strokes my hair lovingly. 


I nod, burying my face in his chest emotionally, unable to speak 
through the lump in my throat. He waits patiently, gently stroking my 
hair until I've calmed down enough then he grasps my shoulders and 
holds me out, looking me over then smiles proudly. 

"You've grown into a fine woman my daughter." he compliments making 
me smile happily as I sniffle a little, wiping some tears from my 
face . 

"Thank you. Father." I sniffle once more before smiling 
emotionally . 

"Now that your a grown woman. Your mother left this for you. Her last 
gift to her daughters." He explains before letting go of my 
shoulders, reaching over to a rosewood box on the table which he 
gently opens and removes a simple necklace from the box. The very 
crescent shaped gold pendant with a indigo gem in between the arms of 
the moon. I used to admire this necklace our mother wore in many of 
the paintings that used to dot this castle, now long burnt down or 
turned to dust. 

"She knew you two were going to be very loving and passionate women. 
She told me it was almost as if you both were the incarnation of love 
itself, but split into two beings. Night and day, she told me this 
before you were born." he explains before stepping over to me then 
gently slips the necklace over my head gently then lets the pendant 
come to a rest on my chest. He gently pulls my hair out from under 
the golden chain so it fully rests on my body then gently kisses my 
forehead . 

"You two are the most precious jewels that could be found. And I 
couldn't be prouder to be your father." he whispers softly while I 
keep my head slightly bowed with respect. I gently slide my fingers 
around the round pendant just as he embraces me once again warmly. 

I smile happily, peacefully as the sounds of the familiar room fade 
to nothing. There is a constant that keeps me from falling into the 
depths of the darkness that begins to crawl in closer to us and its 
my father's strong and protective embrace. 

But eventually that too also fades along with all sensation of my 
body . 

"Damnit ! We're losing her! Don't you damn well die on us! Just hold 
on!" I hear O'Reily's desperate voice faintly call through my dark 
void . 

"Sir. I think it should be called. There's been no life sign for five 
minutes." Roger's clearer voice cuts in all too calmly. 

"No... She cant be dead... We just had her.." Nichol ' s voice whimpers 
abit more clearly then the first two who spoke. Quickly followed by 
his whimpering is Katrina doing her best to sooth the young 
man . 

"Come. We have done everything we could." she soothes him, my guess 
is, escorting him from the room. Someone begins to remove the sensors 
from my cold and numb body while another removes the TV line from my 



arm . 


"Maria. Turn us around. We are going back to Reach." Mike orders over 
the internal COM. 

"Sir? What about the Captain's plans?" she questions after a short 
pause. "Last I checked **i** was second in command, Mike." O'Reily 
reminds him warningly. 

"You are in no emotional state to command sir. So I suggest we wait 
here until we have all sorted this out then together discuss 
everything civilly." Roger cuts the two off, trying to obviously 
prevent a conflict with logic. The two sigh after a moment though 
still obviously tense. 

"I second it." Tony says from the doorway, his voice echoing in the 
hall . 

"I agree. But I don't think we should sit here either. Heading to the 
nearest colony would be a good idea. To at the very least refuel." 
Maria adds over the COM sympathetically. There is a long pause from 
everyone as I listen, unable to move or show any signs of life at 
all. So f rustrat ingly I have to listen with them none the 
wiser . 

"Alright. Do it. Gwen and Katrina. Prep the Captain's body for cold 
storage. Dismissed." O'Reily hands out the orders sternly as the 
sleepiness returns, pulling me back into its depths as everyone 
begins moving. Almost giving me the feeling later on it seemed too 
well timed for coincidence. 

I set myself to not giving up my life but to recovering. 

I steel myself to the challenges ahead, not budging from the thoughts 
of leaving them to mourn when I am not fully dead. 

"There's still too much to do before I leave everyone." I resolve as 
I am drug back into the darkness and the last of my senses tell me my 
body is indeed being prepared to be moved solemnly. 

While I rest, I have a vague feeling of strength return to my body 
slowly over time. 

It invigorates me with life. 

But it is not without its agonizing price. 

My veins feel like they are pumping liquid fire, then the solid 
feeling like being turned to stone starts at my toes and slowly works 
its way up my entire body even down to the ends of my hair. 

The pain of these two symptoms is so intense I want to scream until 
my lungs burst but can't so I suffer in total silence as it drives me 
insane . 

There is a time of respite for me to regain my sanity as the feelings 
fade away then slowly turn to the feeling of my skin's layers peeling 
off one by one until only muscle is left. 

Its a horrible feeling of exposure and prickling ice. 



I don't get to fully endure this pain, for at the apex I suddenly 
wake in a dream, standing in a maze. I find I'm in a full run, 
chasing the a shadow of something just out of my reach. I run down 
long corridors as the shadow darts around one, it reveals new 
twisting stretches of the maze, forcing me to run and run until I 
finally come to the center of the stone and ivy maze to find a large 
antique mirror standing in the center. 

It has a bush of wisteria around it like a frame. The bush is in its 
winter form then as I step ever closer it seems to suddenly change 
and suddenly has its summer blossoms when I stop in front of the 
rippling surface, looking much like the surface of a quicksilver 
pond . 

I look at its surface curiously watching the ripples until they stop, 
revealing the reflection of my sister looking back at me, but not as 
I remember her. She is like the older form of the little girl from my 
dream of the green fields. 

"Sister." I gasp surprised "Are you well?" she looks at me kindly as 
I suddenly ask her worriedly. 

"I know about what has been done to you. I wished for none of it. I 
have called you here sister to tell you... It is time.." she trails 
off suddenly and the scene fades with only my cry out for her echoing 
into the darkness as I reach out for her. 

"Ooooooonnnii ! " the word echos endlessly until everything is 
completely dark for a moment and I blink, opening my eyes which sting 
horribly so I close them immediately. I twitch from the shock with a 
sore groan, beginning to slowly get feeling back into my body. 

Over the next minutes I slowly let my eyes adjust to the light and 
being used after what feels like a long time. The blurriness fades 
and I find I've woken up in a cryo stasis pod, still in my shorts and 
loose tank top. Though there is blood staining them hinting at 
serious injury had been done to someone considering the amount of 
blood on me. 

I look around trying to figure out how to open the pod from the 
inside after I notice no one on the ship seems to be aware of my 
awakening. I lightly run my fingers along the door's edges to try and 
find a latch or anything - but after two long minutes of careful 
looking and feeling around I come up empty. 

I sigh heavily, smacking the butts of my balled up fists against the 
'glass' of the pod with a frustrated cry. To my shock the glass 
shatters, harmlessly crashing to the floor as I watch in 
shock . 

"What the..." I mutter while I look at the pieces in confusion on how 
that could've happened. But I decide after afew moments it is better 
left for later thought. I have work to get done and find out what has 
happened during my sleep. 

So I carefully make my way through the field of glass to the doors of 
the cryo bay which I open and walk down the hall to the lift. I find 
it unusually easy to move about and see in the dimly lit hallways 
over the past times I've woken from cryo-stasis. 



But I pass it off as a simple medical side effect of either the drug 
I was given or my crew's efforts to revive me. I take the lift upto 
the bridge calmly after pilfering a clean sheet from the laundry to 
keep myself covered and warm. 

I wear it like a giant cloak and carefully adjust it as I step off 
the lift and walk to the doors of the bridge. As I get closer to the 
bridge I hear O' Kelly and Mike in a all out argument about 
interrogating the traitor who attacked and apparently had 
unintentionally killed me. 

"No! I'm going to make that traitor talk!" O'Reily shouts furiously 
as I stop in front of the doors and they begin to open. 

"Do you children need a time out? The traitor is ONI ' s problem." I 
look past the two men. 

My sudden appearance causes everyone to look at me shocked, Leon is 
the only one not showing any reaction. From the look on his avatar's 
face he is logging this all in a report that will no doubt raise 
eyebrows when read. If not have them fall off 
entirely . 

"C-C-C-Captain ! Your alive!" Nichols breaks the silence with sudden 
shock as he stands up, then suddenly collapses. Samson jumps into 
action to catch him but nearly jumps out of his own skin when he 
looks over to find I've caught him as well, having somehow moved so 
fast across the 20 feet separating us to catch the young man myself 
without hardly any effort or sound. 

"Let's take him to the infirmary to recover from the shock." I 
suggest gently in a very understanding manor. 

"I'll help Samson." Tony says in a unusually calm manor, walking over 
and gently takes a hold of Nichols then together with Samson they 
both leave. 

"How is this possible?" O'Reily finally questions as I look at those 
left very calmly. 

"Good question Devin. Perhaps I am a zombie. Or maby I really do have 
nine lives.." I shrug simply. 

"So. Would someone mind filling me in on what I've missed and where 
we are currently." I look over the crew calmly. 

"Rose. How... How can you be so... Nonchalant about this? We all 
thought you had been killed! You died in front of us." Gwen speaks 
disturbed as O'Reily walks over to me. I smile warmly, in a very 
understanding manor before speaking. 

"Alright. Why don't we settle down. I'll go get showered and dressed 
then go over what has happened in my 'absence' then we can discuss 
this in the mess, so each of you have the time to think and somewhat 
sort this out. In the meanwhile..." I trail off thoughtfully as I 
look over the navigation's panel. 


"Keep this development to yourselves till we have time to discuss 
things. That order especially goes for you Leon. I will pull you from 



the ship's systems if you break the order." I look at the AI 
seriously . 


"Understood. Captain. All relevant information has been sent to your 
computer." he says pointedly, making me smile amused at his obvious 
dislike of my warning, but I finally nod once approvingly. 

"I will expect everyone in the mess at 15:05 hours. In the 
meantime... Katrina, take over Nichols post and Gwen go oversee 
Nichols' recovery. Mike, O'Reily. Would you two please stop butting 
heads and shake hands or go spar. If I hear of this kind of fighting 
from you both again. You will both clean the mess hall and entire 
kitchen with toothbrushes. Am I clear?" I look at all of them calmly, 
handing out the orders very matter of fact. Gwen and Katrina give me 
both a curt "Yes Ma'am." obviously still in shock as they both move 
into action. Then, satisfied, I look at the two men who straighten up 
and nod promptly. 

"Understood Captain. It wont happen again." they respond together in 
a proper manor. 

"Alright. I'm glad to hear that. O'Reily. Your dismissed. Go get some 
damn sleep before I have you _strapped_ to your bed." I snap 
grouchily. His jaw drops as he looks at me with "Mow'd you know?!" 
plastered on his face. 

"The luggage under your eyes and the fact this button is _**still**_ 
in the wrong hole." I poke the third button down from his 
collar . 

Then I smile coyly "Though I'm one to criticize your clothes when I'm 
standing here in my PJ's and a sheet." I attempt some slight humour 
with a light smile as Mike walks over and gently places his hand on 
O'Reily's shoulder comfortingly. I turn away and walk to the 
doors . 

"Now sir, don't you think the Captain should have an escort?" Mike 
says to O'Reily meaningfully, making me pause slightly before the 
doors . 

"No. Mike. I do not." O'Reily says coolly before walking over to the 
doors . 

"But some one to make sure she gets to her quarters... Yes." he says 
suddenly playful. 

I turn around to face him, confused and about to question him when he 
suddenly picks me up, throwing me over his shoulder like a sack of 
potatoes causing me to yelp surprised as he continues walking hardly 
pausing as he picks me up. He has a pleased with himself smirk on his 
face as the others seem to liven up abit . 

"Stop squirming!" he orders tiredly, tightening his hold on my waist 
after the doors close and the doors to the lift open 
automatically . 

"Put me down! I'm perfectly capable of walking!" I squeak 
embarrassed, a good flush on my cheeks as I struggle. He simply 
ignores all my requests and demands to be set down for the entire way 
to my quarters. Only until we are inside does he place me on my bed 



after closing the door. I sit on the edge for barely a moment before 
rising to my feet stubbornly. 

"O'Reily, that - MMPH!" I begin to scold him as he does something at 
my desk nearby then suddenly grabs a hold of my arms and pulls me off 
my feet, kissing me forcefully once its done. I squirm for afew 
moment surprised and confused but eventually give in and relaxes 
which is when he breaks the long kiss and holds me in a tight 
embrace, placing his head on top of mine gently. 

"I thought I'd lost you. That I was too late..." he admits sadly to 
my surprise. I had underestimated the effect of my loss on the crew 
and especially him. I soften sympathetically and gently wrap my arms 
around his neck and look up into his eyes gently. 

"You should know by now. I wont be easy to get rid of." I smile 
warmly before gently and lovingly kissing him. Together we move to 
the bed, slipping our clothing off piece by piece while we kiss. I 
slip the last of my clothes off with a shy blush. 

"You ready?" he asks gently as he slides his hands down my body as we 
lay onto my bed. 

"Hmm..." he muses thoughtfully, looking me over carefully, making me 
perk up confused. 

"What is it?" I look at him confused. 

"Oh. Nothing I can't fix." he smirks mischievously, beginning to 
slide his fingers into me, doing something that surprises me and I 
lean back onto my pillow as I moan quietly. He continues with his 
fingers teasing and stroking until I'm spent then rolls us over so I 
can recover laying on top of him, while straddling his waist. 

"So far so good?" he coo's curiously as he gently rubs my 
back . 

"Mmmhmmm." I purr gently. "Your fingers feel so good." I coo gently, 
nuzzling his chin gently. 

"Oh? These fingers?" he questions suddenly, sliding them back inside 
me, causing me to gasp and moan surprised. Then he begins again as I 
squirm abit, moaning softly. Halfway through he pulls his fingers out 
then carefully slides himself into me as he guides me to sit up. I 
can't help but squirm, helpless against the pleasure of it 
all . 

"MM... You weren't kidding about this being your first..." he moans 
slightly, so I lean down and kiss him tenderly to try and help him 
with it . 

"Mmmm. . . Okay.. Now, move very slowly." he guides and I nod, as he 
firmly grips my hips to guide me effectively. Then over time, he 
guides me to move a little faster until we are both totally spent and 
laying beside one another panting. Once we both recover he rolls over 
onto me and we begin again, then continue this pattern afew more 
times until we both are totally exhausted. I gently cover us with the 
blankets then nuzzle into my bed comfortably. 

"I never knew that it felt so good." I admit honestly, between 



panting . 


"Good to hear. To be honest, your the first who's been able to go 
this long." he coo's gently into my ear. 

"Soooo... What aren't you telling me?" he says playfully and I situp 
smiling, trying my hardest not to giggle. 

"Perhaps I should be the one asking you how or why you can last 
sooooo long. Where from what I heard most men can't." I gently poke 
his chest and he laughs. Afterwards he suddenly growls playfully then 
wraps his arms around me, pulling me back into the bed with him and 
kisses me passionately as I squirm. 

"Mmmm..." I purr gently then at the right moment I slip my hand down 
and lightly caress him so hes distracted for a moment then I hop out 
of the bed. 

"Well we should get cleaned up and you still have that report to 
write." I tease abit as he rolls onto his side smirking as he looks 
me over. 

"Awww. Buzz kill." he whines playfully then gets up as I walk to the 
shower, then steps in with me. He slides his hands along my body as I 
turn the water on, causing a shiver of pleasure run through my 
body . 

"What if I still want to play?" he coos sensually, leaning down and 
begins to kiss and nibble my neck. 

"Hmmm. I don't know." I smile and turn around, kissing him 
passionately. As we kiss he takes a hold of my hips then with ease 
picks me up so my legs can wrap around his hips then he pushes me up 
against the wall and slides himself inside me then he begins to lift 
me up and lower me down gently as I moan. It continues with 
increasing speed and pleasure until we are both spent again. Left 
together in the shower panting as he lays his head on my shoulder 
still holding onto me. 

There's a knock on the door to my bedroom suddenly and I look at him 
abit alarmed but he just smiles abit. 

"It's Mike." he whispers gently before letting me down to my feet 
then proceeds to shower quickly then steps out and gets dressed as I 
begin to shower. 

"What is it?" I hear him ask Mike quietly. 

"We've arrived at Reach. We've an inbound vessel who is sending a 
boarding party over for the Captain." I overhear Mike explain 
worriedly . 

"Why?" O'Reily inquires suddenly serious as I step out after 
finishing my quick shower and slips into my 'uniform' secretly. 

"I suspected as such. Mike tell them I want to speak with the person 
in charge." I order sternly as I tie my still wet hair back after 
brushing it . 

"It sounds like they are coming to arrest you. But wont say why.." he 



explains as I walk over calmly, buttoning my shirt. 


"They will not board until I have some answers for myself and 
everyone on board as well. To the bridge now. Tell me what I've 
missed on the way there." I order as I walk out past the two men into 
the hall. 

"After you sent the message to Nichols, who's awake and recovered 
now. Myself, O'Reily and my team came down to find out you had been 
taken down to an escape pod which the traitor was going to escape in. 
But we subdued him and got you to the infirmary where we found he'd 
overdosed you with sedatives mistakenly on top of your being hit by a 
couple ricochets. We did our best to revive you but your vitals flat 
lined three times, after which we couldn't bring you back the third 
time. We fought for five minutes to revive you but Roger called it 
and O'Reily gave the orders to have you put in cryo-stasis until we 
got back to Reach. We debated that night on whether to continue to 
the nearest colony or go straight back to Reach." Mike explains as we 
walk to the lift and I strap my weapons on calmly. 

"Leon... Did he start acting odd during this time?" I inquire 
curiously while I strap my gunbelt on. 

"Yes. He became more distant. Almost like he was distracted. Now that 
I think of it.." O'Reily answers after he and Mike look at one 
another curiously. 

"Alright." I muse thoughtfully as the lift slows and we walk off once 
the doors open, heading to the bridge. 

"I'm sorry sir but the Captain isn't here ye-" Gwen apologizes to a 
man on the screen who's obviously impatient and very upset. 

"I will not wait anymore! Lieutenant prepare the the man snarls at 
her as I walk up and gently place my hand on her shoulder 
comfortingly . 

"I will ask you not to speak to my crew like that. Now. What do you 
want and whats this about a boarding party?" I look at him with a 
calm and even tone to my voice, doing my best impression of a ship's 
commander as I can. 

"Do not play games. I said the current Captain! Your damn trick 
doesn't fool me. That woman is dead now drop the hologram and get me 
the real Captain. NOW!" he snarls, making me raise an eyebrow then 
looks at Leon calmly. 

"Confirm for the man, there are no holograms in use." I order and he 
nods as I watch the man's expression falter then look at me 
seriously . 

"Your one of them!" he accuses disgusted and I sigh heavily. 

"Call me by the name. Not vague terms. Captain." I say tiredly, 
looking at Leon when the man clams up. 

"What is he talking about exactly..." I ask but the man types 
something into a panel then a video comes up on the small panel in 
front of me, apparently so only I can see. 



"This." He growls and I walk upto the small screen where I tap a 
button to play the video. It shows me a video detailing one of the 
people from my era breaking free of a cryo unit suddenly then 
transforming into a lycan which proceeds to kill 25 marines who try 
to fearfully confront him. It ends with the Lycan being killed by a 
Spartan. I can't help but sigh worriedly then I shake my head 
mournfully . 

"That's just too bad. So I am guessing that the orders are to 
eliminate all those from my era." I look at the man simply, but 
serious as he once again falters, letting me know I hit it on the 
nail . 

"The overdose was deliberate.. I was supposed to die." I realize 
thoughtfully . 

"Well that's understandable. But before I co-operate, tell me. Who's 
going to find those who are not in the military and catch them? You 
aren't seriously considering using Spartans for it." I look at the 
man simply as I secretly prepare the video to play for the entire 
bridge crew. 

"That's not your concern. Now prepare to be boarded!" He snaps 
commandingly and I smile, playing the video for the listening bridge 
crew . 

"WEST! THAT IS CLASSI he begins to yell but I cut him off with a 
pointed look. 

"If I'm right sir... Classified is far from what this is going to be 
if there are more like this one out there. And the military has those 
who can subdue them or do a damn thing to prevent more people's lives 
from being lost, all locked up. I will help but I will not be bullied 
by you or anyone. This video's information if.. No, **when** it 
becomes known to others who have transformed may cause an uproar or 
even with others of my era. Let alone the PR nightmare you will have 
on your hands when the Insurrectionists get their hands on this 
little gem. You may have alot turn and join the rebels or worse form 
their own groups so you will not only have the Innies but otherkin 
factions on your hands." I look at him seriously, waiting for him to 
respond . 

"If you will not co-operate you will be charged with treason!" he 
growls warningly. 

"Sir. Do Not threaten me. Besides your avoiding my questions. 

Poorly." I look at him bluntly unimpressed. 

"Captain, I've heard enough. West. Prepare your ship to dock with the 
Leviathan. I've heard enough of your insubordinate attitude." Admiral 
Stanforth's voice orders commandingly over the speakers on the 
bridge . 

"Yes sir. Maria, do as he says please." I say calmly before looking 
at Leon. 

"And Leon... Next time, please turn the volume down so we have most 
of our hearing left..." I wiggle my index finger in my ear with a 
mock wince which makes afew of the crew snicker. 



"Yes Captain. And it was." he reads off calmly, slightly smirking 
himself . 

"Owie..." I mumble and walk to the bridge doors. 

"Captain! Where do you think your going?!" the Captain snarls 
commandingly so I pause by the doors of the bridge and look at 
him . 

"To get documentation concerning this matter. Anything past that I am 
sure will be classified as NOYB . Sir." I state politely though now 
even O' Kelly can't help but smirk as I leave the bridge. 

Nichols however is close to falling out of his chair in a state 
between total shock and hysterics at my blatant rudeness. 


19. Chapter 18 

Many hours later we have docked and unloaded all the crew while I 
went to a meeting room where I had to explain everything I knew or 
suspected about what was going on. Everything right down to all my 
speculations.. Then I had to answer _all_ their questions in complete 
detail with an ONI AI (or two) studying me closely. But I manage to 
get through it with only putting my foot in my mouth four times, 
sputtering six and trailing off twice. I am very exhausted by the end 
when I'm escorted to a room, then shoved roughly inside by the ODST. 
Their partner closes and locks the door behind the two of them. 

I look around to find I'm locked in a small cell! But rather then get 
angry or make a fuss I just sigh tiredly and settle into the bed for 
a very welcome nap. 

I am woken by the scream of a young woman not long after I've lain 
down in the next cell which makes me jump to my feet suddenly alert. 

I begin to listen closely to whats going on. 

"Please! _No ! Don't! I don't want to die!_" she begs and I sigh, 
walking over to the door of my cell calmly. 

"01 01! Whats going on? Heloooo?" I knock calmly on the door and the 
woman screams desperately. 

"HELP ME! _PLEASE! THEY ARE GOING TO KILL ME!_" I hear her cry 
terrified then I pound on the door twice with the butt of my fist 
quite hard. 

"What the hell is going on out there?!" I demand as my hand throbs, 
but I ignore the pain as the door suddenly opens. But instead of an 
explanation I'm hit in the face with the butt of a rifle sending me 
sprawling to the floor in surprise. 

"Shut up you monster. That bitch is going where you will be soon." 
the soldier sneers as I rise to my feet, rubbing my jaw with one hand 
calmly . 

"Girl. What is your type?" I call to her, riling the soldier who 
storms in to beat on me. 


"I'm a Vampire! Nocturn Vampire!" she cries terrified. In one swift 



movement I pull the blanket off my bed and walk past the soldier into 
the hall then over into her dark cell. I open the blanket with my 
arms open for an embrace. 

"Come child. You will be safe now." I speak smoothly to her as he 
glowing teal eyes lock onto me as I walk into the cell fearlessly. 

She runs into my open arms and I cover her protectively with the 
blanket . 

"We can fight or you can lead the way." I look at the two stunned 
soldiers in the room seriously while I hold the terrified girl in my 
arms . 

"WHAT IS GOING ON HERE?!" I hear a man demand loudly behind me and I 
step aside with the girl into the shadows more. 

"Sir. These marines were trying to kill this girl." I explain simply 

while she clings to me tightly, shaking with utter terror as she nods 

desperately . 

"That's a lie!" two cry and I hiss. 

"Vampires of the shadows or night cannot go into light. Natural or 
artificial. Especially this young." I snarl at the two 
disapprovingly . 

"Its a lie!" another pipes up in their cohort's defense. 

"They're those creatures sir! They have to be lying!" the team leader 
says as the man looks at us both. 

"Order's say to get her down to the surface. Alive! If this will make 

her easier to transport then do it!" he orders to them sternly. 

"NO! Please! They will hurt me again!" she begs terrified, clinging 
to me tightly. I smile motherly and gently rub her back 
tenderly . 

"Sir. Why don't I walk with her to the transport?" I look at the man 
calmly . 

"Sorry Ma'am but I can't allow it. Orders are orders." he shrugs 
simply and I pull the second blanket off her bed and gently wraps it 
around her protectively. She begins to protest his ruling but I 
gently take her chin, making her look at me. 

"Child. They are not to be feared. Look at those who hurt you... Are 
they not the ones with fear? Do not be afraid of them but aware that 
they are afraid of you." I gently whisper in her ear so quietly that 
the others would have one hell of a time hearing, even standing 
beside us. I make it look like I'm giving her a soothing embrace to 
calm her. 

"Don't be scared. Everything will be alright child." I look at her 
tenderly as I let her go and she nods gently, holding the blankets 
protectively over herself. I nod once approvingly before leaving the 
cell back to my own but the man grabs my arm roughly then pulls me 
out of the room hard, causing me to stumble after him at an awkward 
pace. He drags me down to an empty interrogation room then shoves me 
inside hard. I stumble over myself then fall on my side with a slight 



yelp . 


"Ow..." I mutter as I rub my right elbow where I landed on it. 

"Shut up!" he barks loudly causing me to look at him 
surprised . 

"What did you say to that... _Vampire_?" he demands as I rise to my 
feet, dusting myself off unconcerned. Normally interrogations are 
done very differently so I am not very concerned about torture at 
this point, but very aware of its possibility's as I answer him. 

"I told her not to be afraid of those soldiers. But to be aware of 
them." I look at him calmly, being for the most part honest. Its 
apparently not enough because he steps forwards, closing the gap 
between us and punches me VERY hard in the jaw, knocking me flat onto 
my back. I lay on the floor for a moment stunned at the force of the 
punch, but I'm not given the time to mull it over as he brings his 
boot up to bring down on my ribs. I plant my feet then slide myself 
out from under it so all his boot hits is the flooring. Then I slowly 
begin to get up, nursing my sore jaw and cheek. 

"What is this about?" I look at him curiously. 

"I'd like to know myself soldier..." a largely built Irishman demands 
as he stands in the doorway with his large forearms crossed 
disapprovingly, with a very serious expression on his face. I rise to 
my feet calmly, smoothing my hair gently. The other soldier 
immediately straightens up, using proper manor in what I guess is a 
way to kiss up. 

"Discussing with the _Otherkin_ about the rules and expected 
behaviors of their kind when in care of the UNSC sir." he snaps as I 
rub my jaw thoughtfully, keeping my mouth shut. 

"So explain to me why that requires you to stomp on them?" he looks 
at the man calmly, relaxing slightly, though I think I notice the man 
give me a once over very quickly. 

"The _Otherkin_ became aggressive. It was an attempt to subdue it and 
prevent harm to myself." he explains simply, an obvious and blatant 
lie. I guess this is going to be one hell of a wait so I calmly sit 
down with my legs crossed, watching the two silently. 

"Go to infirmary and have any injuries you sustained treated. I'll 
return this one to their room." the Irishman sighs tiredly and I lean 
back with a quiet groan as I think "Oh not agaaaain..." which gets me 
a raised eyebrow from the man. The younger soldier quickly snaps at 
me for the groan. 

"Shut up you!" he snarls and I look at him simply, raising an eyebrow 
curiously, but obviously unbothered. 

"Dismissed!" the Irishman snarls at the man, causing him to snort at 
me disgusted as I stand up sorely, rubbing my butt abit . 

"What's your name?" the Irishman asks after a short pause, to which I 
just smile amused. 

"So it seems _Otherkin_ have only begun to manifest themselves and 



already we are hated. How saddening." I sigh abit, staring off into 
the distance just as the young girl's final bloodcurdling scream 
pierces the halls of the ship. I ball my fists and hang my head 
regretfully, doing my level best to keep my composure. 

"You. Go find out -" the man begins and I look up at him as I walk to 
the doorway. 

"Don't bother. It was the girl they moved from the cell beside me to 
the transport, dieing." I speak coldly, staring at the wall. 

"Don't interrupt! Or suppose that you can order us around!" the young 
man from before snaps as he attempts to smack me, but I catch his 
wrist and look into his eyes seriously. 

"Do not. Lay another strike upon me. I don't find it very 
professional, as you claim to be. _Young man_. " I warn before 
releasing his wrist. I look to the Irishman abruptly. 

"To my cell then?" I question smoothly. 

"No. To the room you should've been taken to Miss West." he says 
smoothly and I cock an eyebrow curiously. 

"Ah. Lead on then please." I speak respectfully, letting him lead me 
to a different room, afew decks above then locks me inside with the 
rest of my bridge crew. There is some talking amongst ourselves 
before I goto sleep, utterly exhausted for a odd reason. Its almost a 
week before we are briefed about the new threat out at Harvest, in 
secret at the same time as the Spartan 2 class. I look at my crew and 
the otherkin in the room and listens quietly to each of their 
comments, questions and concerns before politely putting my hand 
up . 

"Yes West? You have a concern as well?" the captain looks at me 
simply and I nod slightly. 

"Yes sir I do. But that is not my reason for raising my hand though." 
I begin calmly. 

"Go on then. Stand up please." he orders. I do as told calmly and 
look at him calmly 

"Well Sir. I would like to offer the services of the Envy to combat 
this new enemy. And my own as a Otherkin civilian." I look at him 
calmly, standing abit tense, somewhat nervous but I do my best to 
appear calm and utterly serious despite being stared at by those in 
the room. He pauses for a moment, looking at me thoughtfully. 

Then after the nerve wracking silence reaches its peak, a cohort is 
about to speak, but he interjects with a wry grin. 

"Do you speak for your crew?" he asks shifting slightly. 

"No sir I do not." I answer promptly. 

"It will be volunteers only. As it was before." I add seriously. 


"So who do you think will crew your ship if they decline to return?" 
he looks at me and I look at each of them as they rise in turn. 



"I will!" which makes me smile warmly as I watch. The general 
watching this smirks slightly as if we had played right into a plan 
or worse, a trap. 

"Very good. Alright then _Captain_ West, you will have your crew 
back. But there will be no civilians on board your ship without 
clearance. Like yourself. Consider your vessel under the command-" he 
begins to order but I look at him with utter serious calmness. 

"Sir. I _will_ interrupt you right there. The Envy is a _**civilian 
vessel**_. It will contract its services to the military, but will 
not be controlled, owned by or fully manned or staffed by military 
personnel more then what **i** will decide and detail in the future 
contract. I myself will work as a contract person only or by my own 
free will." I speak seriously and in a very in controlled manor. My 
interruption certainly doesn't please the man and even makes some of 
the crew nervous . 

"You can reassign the soldiers from the crew as your like sir. But I 
will make it very clear here and now. I will not have the risk of a 
'controlled' mutiny on my hands or another attempt to kill me 
_again_. Besides that as a civilian running a fully military vessel, 
to have any authority I would have to outrank everyone on board. 
Orders to 'be nice to the civi ' will only go so far when the shit 
hits the fan." I look at him seriously, obviously touching a nerve as 
he tenses, unclasping his hands from his back disapprovingly. 

"It seems your to very observant for such a young woman. But is it 
that your foolish? Its never a wise idea to upset a general is it?" a 
ONI spook inquires from the sidelines and I nod. 

"No its not ma'am. My offer stands. But now that I've undoubtedly put 

my foot in my mouth, I will go finish the last preparations on the 
Envy. She leaves port in 72 hours. With or without your approval." I 
smile abit wryly then walks off to the exit calmly. 

"You were not dismissed Captain!" the general says bluntly and I 
pause, looking at him slightly. 

"I am not a UNSC soldier either sir.. Just a supporter." I nod 
politely and leave for the ship calmly, rubbing the back of my neck 
tiredly as I walk down the hall secretly scolding myself for going as 
far as I did. 

"How do I always manage to fuck up something so simple..." I think to 
myself with a sigh as I make my way down the hall. I scold myself for 
my arrogance, the entire way to my quarters/office on the Envy. 

"Put your foot in your mouth? Ha! Looks like you did more then that!" 

a young female AI teases as I walk into the dark room. 

"I'm just wondering what made me forget my training." I think as I 
toss my jacket onto my bed. 

"Yeah..." I sigh defeatedly. 


"Whats the updates?" I ask tiredly, looking out the 
window . 



"Everything is on hold. Also there's another Doctor coming in two 
hours to do more tests on you Miss West." she responds simple and I 
nod understandingly . 

"Alright. Thank you, hold my calls." I smile abit as I look at her 
then walks to my bed where I take my boots off then flop, covering up 
haphazardly before going to sleep right as she questions my order's 
meaning . 

Three days pass and I sleep right through them. It's almost a full 
week and half before I am woken by a woman's scream from the 
darkness. I jump and fall out of bed with a yelp, landing hard on the 
floor . 

"Ughnn... The fuck now..." I groan still tired. 

"I told you it'd work!" I hear Gwen say triumphantly to someone as I 
crawl back into bed with a sleepy grumble. 

"Oh no you don't!" O'Reily and Mike say simultaneously before picking 
me up out of bed and I flail abit confused and surprised. 

"EEEP ! " I yelp, blinking confused. Gwen looks at me as my sight 
clears . 

"Morning Lazy." she grins. 

"More like heavy." Mike grunts and I grumble tiredly rubbing my 
eyes . 

"Then put me back in bed." I mutter tiredly, abit grumpy. 

"Looks like shes going through the changes. Where's your home Miss 
West?" a different person questions knowingly, as I weasel my way out 
of the guy's grip and back to my feet. 

"I'm from Earth." I mutter as I try to sneak back to bed, but one of 
the two guys pick me up, then put me in the shower, which is running 
cold. Needless to say I yelp, waking up suddenly then I pull the two 
men into the shower as I jump out, making Gwen laugh as I lean 
against the door, keeping them inside. 

"You look like a wet cat!" she laughs making me sigh, wringing my 
hair out . 

"Hm. A water element. Prep a shuttle. Miss West, come to the hanger 
once your dry and changed." the stranger orders then leaves before I 
can get a look at them or respond. Gwen helps me put the two soaking 
men out into the hall then helps me change my clothes. Then fills me 
in on how long I've been asleep for. 

"Three days!? That's not right!" I say shocked as I slide my dry 
clothes on abit shakily. 

"Yeah. So they took command and brought us to Earth. And saved your 
hide. The general was not amused." she snickers abit. 

"Though you made it look so effortless on how you pegged the trick 
that was attempted, and so innocently." she smiles as I also smile 
modestly . 



"Thanks. But I really thought I'd been trained out of such foolish 
arrogance. I made alot more trouble needlessly by that stupidity I 
pulled." I sigh abit as she helps me get to my feet unsteadily. 

"I still support it. Yeah your wording sucked but your points to it 
were valid." she says as she helps me to the door then all the way to 

the hanger where I take the shuttle with the strange man and a couple 

other woman who help me stay awake until we touch down by a crystal 
clear lake. 

They keep me conscious with conversation and simple questions to get 
me talking, mostly about where I grew up and what type of environment 

I felt was home to me. They walk with me to the lakeside where their 

cohort waits patiently. 

"So is this your home Ziracuny?" he asks smoothly as if this were my 
name . 

I look at him puzzled for a good while until he looks at me 
confidently . 

"Surprised that I know your name?" he asks smoothly and I 
sigh . 

"Your arrogance is astonishing. You see... I'm not Zira I begin to 
say but my sight goes dark after speaking, like I've been blindfolded 
then a overwhelming sleepy feeling drags me further into the dark. I 
relax and let the soothing feeling envelop me like a deep rest that 
happens all too rarely, one that we all too often are woken from 
rather rudely. 

I relax and let the soothing feeling envelop me like a deep rest that 
happens all too rarely . One that we all too often are woken from 
rather rudely. 

But for a long time I am not woken... I have strange dreams of odd 
looking aliens waging a genocidal war on the human race. All the 
blood that has been shed cry's for help along with the prayers, and 
deaths of many people both civilian and soldier alike, break my heart 
with such sadness that I cannot ease their suffering. The most 
pitiful is a child begging for the life of her little sibling and her 
own, only to be cut down by one of the bipedal aliens. I too see my 
crew and loves ones fighting and working hard to vanquish these 
invaders . 

This.. Covenant. 

"Rose... Please... Come back." many faint voices plead tearily among 
the many many cries for help. For a savior. For someone to help stop 
the aliens bloody crusade to kill us all. 

So long, I helpless, watch the one sided bloodbath unable to do much 
else than endure the horrible nightmare of people being killed, 
worlds being burnt to glass and the hope of seeing the rare victory. 
But as the humans are dieing I see many changed Otherkin join the 
war . 


So much blood on both sides is cast to the ground or into space it 
makes me weep sadly. So long I watch even my screams seem to fall on 



deaf ears to stop the bloodbath. But as time passes and my cries grow 
in defiance of my wall-less cell, I feel a strength begin to rise to 
the surface, cracking the black veil around myself. 

"Rose... Please come back if your out there. We... I need your 
help..." I hear a clear male voice pray as I fight to wake from that 
ongoing nightmare. I begin to fight with all my will and new found 
determination to help end the bloodbath. To save lives. 

But just as I'm about to shatter the veil a vague voice, that is 
neither male or female asks me what I'm willing to give to help 
them . 

"My life. I will give my very life if it means I can help end this 

suffering." I respond surely, keeping the vision of my exact wills 

and desires in my heart. A strange feeling tells me that its the 
images I keep in my heart not my words that is the real 
answer . 

"There is another fated to stop this war. Do you still wish to help 
now that you know this?" the strange voice asks me curiously. 

"Yes! If I can save some lives. I can't just sit back and watch this 
anymore!" I cry tearing up at the end of my words. 

"Your struggles will be great young one. You will have great pains of 

the body and heart. This is a path of great adversity. Many will work 
to make you fall from grace young one. You will face your greatest 
adversities and much pains. May the gods smile upon you child of 
Love." the voice warns me then the presence fades as the light around 
me grows . 

I suddenly open my eyes to find myself inside a purple blue crystal 
formation in the middle of a circular bathing square. Suddenly a 
immense pain wracks my body causing me to scream out in pure agony. I 
instinctively curl into a ball, wrapping my arms around myself as I 
whimper with a pain I never wish to feel again, wracking my body. My 
bones burn, fire flows through my veins, my skin feels as if I've 
been burnt by a blowtorch and all I can do is scream helplessly. 
Eventually the pain is too much and I pass out from sheer exhaustion 
from screaming and the pain draining every last bit of strength from 
me . 


20. Chapter 19 

Well. I know everyone has probably been waiting for a long time, and 
others even given up hope I would ever update this story. But I have 
finally gotten past the writer's block and personal issues going on 
in my life to get it out for my wonderful reviewers! Thank you for 
your patience and I am sorry it could not be a longer chapter. But I 
have many more stories in the works for all of you to enjoy and it 
will be satisfying to finally put this old story to rest once and for 
all . 

Thank you and please review, they mean so much more to me than you 
know . 

>~ Rose <p> 



><p>I pant breathlessly as my sister drives her claws deep into my 
chest causing me to cry out in both frustration and pain as more of 
my former physical form falls away into a crumbling dust.<p> 

"You cannot win my sister. I am and always will be far stronger than 
you." she purrs with a grin, dragging her long claws through my body 
to my stomach, causing a glowing fluid to drip into space from the 
seemingly fatal wounds. The blood-like fluid spills from my mouth and 
nose as I look at her defiantly as my rage cools. 

"I concede you are more powerful than I my sister. I however will not 
go this night to my grave so long as there is one person left worth 
my blood and sacrifice. You will not succeed in defeating me even if 
you take my bodily life from me for I will live on in the hearts and 
bodies of others." I state in defiance. 

"Love and forgiveness is a power you cannot defeat my sister. It is 
the one thing you've no comprehension the power of which I wield." I 
state with an immense release that throws her the many millions of 
kilometers into the moon's surface, causing a massive crater that 
gives me time to right myself and begin to slowly heal my wounds 
before her next attack hits me from behind and our fight is renewed, 
both of us shedding blood but none more than I . 

"You are foolish! Forgiveness is a lie! Love is an illusion of the 
mind and does not truly exist!" she scowls as I right myself while we 
stand at odds to one another, my glowing form coated in that 
shimmering blood-like fluid from the massive wounds she has dealt 
me . 

I just smirk at her unafraid. 

"It is your fear my sister of someone seeing what is truly beneath 
all those layers of protection to reveal you are in fact a frightened 
and deeply hurt child, too frightened of ever opening such a fragile 
part of yourself to someone for fear they would only cause you 
further pain and torment a€" even to me, your own sister." I taunt 
her as I hold my left arm over my blood covered torso. 

"It is not wise to taunt me sister." she purrs in my ear suddenly 
from behind me, and I smile peacefully, staring at the earth below as 
I feel her power form a new orb of energy poised at my back, at this 
range and with my wounds I know it would be the final blow my 
battered form can take. 

"Yes my sister. I know. But you cannot deny that what I stand for, is 
within you as well somewhere." I turn to her and places my hand on 
the orb, letting my blood and own life enter it like a corrupting 
virus, causing the two powers to swirl and mix violently, causing 
lightning to erupt from it and around us both as the orb grows to the 
size of a beach ball before reaching its max, our energies still 
entering it's pressurized form and seeming to fight with one another 
as one try's to out power the other. 

Her's however begins to seemingly win the fight, causing my own light 
to dim to a small prick of light in the dark and stormy looking orb 
that looks for a lack of words, the physical embodiment of death and 
hate . 



"We are with you." the voices of O'Reily and the crew's disembodied 
prayers suddenly break the silence around us as I sink to my knees as 
her powers overcome mine, draining the last hold out's of strength I 
have . 

Other ghostly voices and muses of support join them as that small 
pinprick of gold and silver light stops shrinking, my sister's face 
twisting to a scowl which deepens as more and more voices join the 
prayers for help and for hope and the light begins to grow in 
intensity . 

"You see sister... I am never alone." I state, lifting my head and 
locks my eyes with hers. 

She cry's out in frustrated fury, trying to release the orb to kill 
me, but my infection of the orb suddenly bursts and overcomes hers in 
a supernova bright flash that consumes us both as I rise to my feet 
and drives it forwards. 


When the blinding light fades, we stand on the bridge of the Envy as 
the last of Rose's shadow Knight army returns to the darkness from 
which she summoned them as the last of the Covenant ships are 
defeated or concede their foolishness in following the false 
Prophets . 

The battle is over and the war won, but none celebrate as our ships 
scour space around the earth and moon's orbit for survivors and most 
notably any traces of Rose and her sister over the next many 
hours . 

But as one of the knights arrive on the bridge with their head hung, 
the general feeling in the room hits an all time low as we know by 
their saddened and apologetic expression that neither was found 
anywhere in space or on either planet as we had hoped. 

He silently strides forward towards the small holotable on the 
bridge. "This is all we found." he states, placing something on the 
holotable which draws all our attentions and a few begin to crack 
under the pressure and Gwen sinks to her knees sobbing into her hands 
as I lock my jaw tensely. 

"Thank you sir." I look up at the knight as he steps back and crosses 
his left arm over his chest before bowing to me respectfully as I 
stare at the pieces of what was once Rose's almost famous necklace 
a€" her Jade rabbit, which has been rendered to small bits of charred 
stone with spattering of what must be her own blood. 

I don't savor the idea, but I know as second in command to Devin 
who's still in coma in the medbay a€" I will have to tell my friend 
the woman he loved is dead. . That she gave her life for all of ours 
when he wakes. 


Days pass and I stand with the crews of both ships in attendance of a 
memorial service to all the men and women who gave their lives in the 
service of protecting our race, shocking is the attendance of the 
Spartans in their repaired armor's and the new Commander of the 



Sangheili race a€" The Arbiter, who listens like the rest of us to 
Admiral Hood as he goes on about the sacrifice of the people this 
memorial stand's in tribute to. 


Many of the otherkin children to survive the war and knew Rose 
personally stand in their varying "school" uniforms. Scuzzy standing 
out quite notably by how she's grown up to a young teen to take over 
as a troop leader for graduates. 

As we salute Gwen and a few others sniffle and some try their hardest 
to stay composed, but I know my friend beside me in the wheelchair is 
silent because he's too busy screaming on the inside and seething 
with self hatred at her loss. 

Scuzzy steps up to the memorial photo of Rose as the 21 gun salute is 
given and surprises many by taking her short sword off her hip and 
slices her wrist open before holding it out, letting her blood spill 
out onto the ground, the other children following her example and 
stand with her as they all slice their wrists and let their blood 
flow out to the ground. 

It is a sentiment that stuns the Sangheili in attendance and shocks 
the rest of us, but none move too stunned to stop this display of 
deep respect. 

Slowly the other otherkin and knights join the children, slicing 
their wrists musing the same strange oath a€" Life for life. 

I look to Devin when he begins to rise unsteadily from the wheelchair 
we'd brought him here on and despite the agony it causes him, tries 
to get to his feet but doesn't make it and his legs collapse, myself 
moving quickly to catch him. 

I look into his red, agony filled eyes as he pants painfully and nods 
once grimly, before putting his arm over my shoulder, taking hold of 
his belt and helps him to the others where he holds out his right arm 
to Scuzzy. 

She looks at him a moment puzzled but nods once she understands and 
lifts her short sword to cut his wrist and spill his blood to join 
the others . 

But just as it is about to slice into his pale skin Scuzzy stops and 
turns pale as her eyes widen to the size of dinner plates, staring 
right past the assembled people in utter shock. 

"M. . . Mas . . . ter . . " she drops her sword into the bloody mud causing 
others to stop and turn to look, their shock joining Scuzzy's when 
they see the slender woman standing behind the entire assembly in the 
torn remnants of her armor that leave very little to the imagination 
of her figure by how little of it is left covering her flawless, 
cream colored skin. 


"You called?" I reply as I smirk, letting the last pieces of my 
helmet fall to the earth where they shatter to dust as the assembly 
stares in utter shock and confusion at me. I don't hesitate as I 
begin walking through the group, which parts with a collective breath 
of amazement, Devin's eyes welling with more tears which spill down 



his cheeks as Mike turns with him to also see. 


I smile warmly with understanding as I stride over and suddenly puts 
my arms around him, taking him from Mike just before the last of my 
armor falls from my body, suddenly releasing my power and causing the 
blood to form to crimson material that slides up my body into an off 
the shoulder evening dress while also healing Devin's wounds and 
those who ' d given their blood for mine. 

I pull him to me and kisses him lovingly for many long moments, 
feeling his strength return and his arms slip around me holding me 
tightly . 

"I'm not so easily gotten rid of my love." I smile at him after 
breaking the kiss between us, staring into his eyes as the sounds of 
clapping and whistles filter through, heralding a new age of our 
joined peoples of hope and light. 


End 
f lie . 



